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To THE HONOURABLE | 
GEORGE ANNESLEY, 
t . | | 

_ ARLEY-HALL, 


INV THE COUNTY OF STAFFORD.. 


* 


Dran Sin, 


Conripent in the moral tendency of 
the Sn writings, could I be as confident, that, 
printed under the appellation of poems, they were 
really such, and not to be accounted so, by modern 


_ .. courtesy, upon the insufficient authority of a me- 


trical garb, I should zhen inscribe them to you with 
much satisfaction, indulging a delightful hope, that 
when that event, common to all men, has taken 
place respecting us, our names will continue united, 
and that it may hereafter be remembered, that we 
were friends. Of posthumous fame I am desirous 
by the natural bent of my mind, and surely can 
have no moral motive not to avow this ingenuous 
tendency, knowing that the glory of eminent men 
in past times is the richest inheritance of succeeding 
generations, and that the desire of bequeathing this 
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benefaction to future times is conducive to a con- 
duct the most beneficial to the present. But if 
individuals, otherwise qualified for the attainment 


of glory, are yet precluded from it by unpropitious 


and uncontrollable circumstances, there is yet no 
cause for dejection, for they are still at liberty to 
look to that only reward which, after all, can per- 


fectly satisfy a truly great and good mind. Such a 


mind too will soon forget jits own disappointments, 
and tremble to repine when it recollects with the 
admirable Gray, | ; 
| How many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear, 


How many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 


You, my noble friend, are not yet old enough 
to adopt with me the following sentence of my 
amiable school-fellow Cowley, 


Let my life sleep, and learn to love its end. 


T he world 1s all before you, and may a good Pro- 
vidence be your guide. It is your duty to look 


forwards to a very active scene of life, since God 


has been so bountiful to you in a trust of good 
talents, good dispositions, and good principles, that 
you owe it to Him, to yourself, to your friends, 


and to your country, to yield to none of your re- 


nowned ancestors (I am aware of the extent of the 


retrospect) in a life, and God grant it may be a 
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long and happy one, ſramed upon the worthiest 
designs, and issuing in the very best effects to 
society. And I indulge myself in this hope with 


the more confidence, assured that you will also find 
a most powerful incentive, to every noble exertion, 
in your ardent wish to increase the welfare of one, 


whose interests you have had the good fortune to 


unite with your own by the nearest and dearest 
bond, and in the possession of whose unblemished 


and attractive converse you will find every thing 


that can prompt and reward a life of the most 
illustrious virtue. _ 
I have the honour to - 
Dear Sir, 
Your most sincere friend, 
and obliged humble servant, 
G. BUTT. 


K1DDERMINSTER, 
September 224, 1793. 
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Degcribing . journey of two days in North Wales. 


Firſt Day. 


Wulksr you, my friend, on soft Italia's scenes, 
By Claude depictur'd, and by Virgil sang, 
Fix the charm'd eye — me native Britain calls 
To mark her Summer-vesture's thousand folds, 
Floating o'er forms that speak the master hand 
Which on the universe spread Beauty's robe. 
Twas on the day - yes, on that very day, 
When you from Vallombrosa raptur'd saw 
The green Valdarno, the delicious domes 
Of Tuscan Florence, and, in distant view, 


* Now Sir EDp waz WinninGToON, Bart. of Stanford-Court, in 
the county of Worcester. This epistolary journal was written between 
twenty and thirty years ago. It has now undergone ſuch correction as 
was consistent with a poem descriptive of real scenes, which the 
author never saw but once, Originally, and upon this revision, he 
has been studious, where he obviously professes to describe the truth, 
not to invent. 
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2 AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESQ. 

——— CC ——————————————— 
Beyond the num'rous Apennines, descry'd | 
The Adriatic —that, in Summer-tide, 

In health, in Life's prime season, all at ease, 

I with a friend, & congenial to my soul, 

Sought in old Cambria's sweet recesses wild, 
That feast of fancy which, who tastes not, leaves 
His heart a victim to corroding Care. 


Pass'd the rude babbling Caireoc's brook, that bounds 
The realm of Albion, and the solemn woods 
Where Chirk, time-honour'd, rears its castled roof 
(Within whose hoary towers the minſtrel's harp 
Has oft cheer'd high the Baron's festive board), 

We climb'd Kefnichar, from whose storm-beat brow, 
Thro' meads meandring, we descry'd the Dee. 
Beyond the verd'rous level of the meads, 
Chequering the gloom of woods, far-glittering cliffs 
Shone ; and still far beyond 'em, high in air, 

Bold on a mountain's summit, haply then 

Ting'd with the dawn's increasing blushes, tow'r'd 
A time-rent castle. There, in days of yore 

(So spoke, nor coldly spoke, our inward thoughts) 
Wont Chivalry the banner'd red-cross rear. 

Then borne by memory o'er the fleeting forms 

Of human manners—nor insensate borne 

From modern lite to Britain's elder days 

We could not now behold the well-sang Dee + 
Thro' rugged rocks tumbling his foamy waves, 
Beneath the grey stone of a mould'ring bridge, 
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* The Rev. Joux CnArPET Woo Hos, Rector of Donington, in 


5 Shropſhire. 


+ By many an old Bard, 


AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, E8Q, 3 
Nor think how oft, beneath the manly march 
Of warriors cas'd in ſteel, its force had shook. 
Thence as we journey'd, ever and anon, 

Among the hills was heard the warbling pipe 
Of shepherd, stretch'd upon the fragrant thyme, 
Beside his peaceful flock. Soul-soothing reed 

Thus heard *mid Nature's well-according scenes, 
| Sweeter than ought of studied minstrelsy 

In gorgeous cities, where ambitious Art, 

Lab'ring, essays to urge her ill-strain'd strength, 

In hard atchievement, and unwonted league 

Of sounds ill-sorted—apter to surprise, 

By quaint contrivance, the mere pride of Taste, 

Than sooth the soul by touching melody, 

And rule the careless heart with Music's power. 
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We pass'd Langollin, ere the sultry noon 

Bade us repose in Crucis' shadowy vale. 

The breezy shade refresh'd us, reinspir'd | 

To mark, with all the force of Fancy's eye, 

The bordering mountains, on whose thymy downs 
The white sheep wand'ring crop their pure repast. 
Beneath—trim Cultivation half-way reigns 

Aside the hills, where oft her humid hand 

Has spread on upland field the meadowy green— 
There at their pasture stand the slow-foot kine, 
Or the young steed pursues his gamesome gyres. 
Here - cautious Toil has wound the barrier-thorn, 
Fair flowering in the May, or hedge-row elms 
Guard the red fallow and the golden grain. 

There many a farm-cot, mid embowering oaks, 
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4 AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESQ, 
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Joys in the shade, or mountain-hut affords 
The brow of blameless Toll a rich repose, 
Mid whistling winds his lullaby to rest — 
*Mid the drear night soul-harrowing to the wretch 
That earns afflictive pomp at Vartue's cost. 


Down in the dale, with many a rocky fall, 
The stream runs murmuring under the cool shade 
Of ashes— quivering aspens—poplars grey— 
The dark-hued alder, which aslant, or tall, 
Oak-like appears, or, with its clust'ring young, 
Hides the swamp marsh—the bittern's lonely range. 
There too we saw the random withy, known 
By fragrant blossom rob'd in silvery down; 
And there the willow, whose serener hue 
A greener gloss to neighbouring hornbean gives. 
There too we saw the freely-flowing birch, 

The beauteous barberry, and the verdant beech, 
The maple's parsley leaf and rugged bark, 
The snowy-blossom'd thorn, and unshorn yew, | 

The berried holly (cheering Winter's frown), 
The shadowy sycamore, and sullen sloe. 
These, with a nameless and unnumber'd band 
Of $hrub or tree, with Nature's unseen grace 
(Save where, attentive to its proper school, 

On scenes like these the poet's eye is glanc'd), 
Deck the calm vale, and, with a secret charm, 
Favour the spirit of the soften'd seer, 

Or prompt the pensive muse her truest airs. 
Thence, in this seat select for raptur'd thought, 
Her shrine Religion rais'd, whose hallow'd fane, 
Solemn in ruins and the tints of time 


"Midst gadding ivy, dignifies the vale, 
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AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, Ih 5 


Deepens the rot repose, and yields the soul 
Glad truancy from Life's contentious toils. 


Here it seem'd good, beside the gurgling stream, 
Beneath the shadow of the moss-grown fane, 
Carelessly spread upon the daisied turf, 

T' enjoy a simple meal, with social chat 
Enhanc'd, and many a merry madrigal 
Whistled from upland lawn by lab'ring hind. - 


In this rare moment of serene delight, 


A nymph, neat handed, in the passing stream 
Plied her clean husbandry on many a vest 

Of rustic guise — and all the while ſhe sang: 

Of Davy, sang she, pass'd the stormy seas, 

To follow woeful war in foreign lands ;— 

Wich him how oſt the mountain goat she trac d 
For him prepar'd the sweetest oaken cake 

Lay on his arm when rain beat on the shed, 


And wint' ry torrents roar'd a- down the dale; 


How her true lover, wont to deck her hair 
Wich coloured riband from the neighbouring mart 


Ho blithely she would in his presence sing — 


He in her presence tune his warÞling pipe; — 


But, ah! my Davy will return no more, 


Was still the burden of her plaintive song 
No more return to tune his warbling pipe, 


To hear her blithely sing, return no more ;— 


White are his bones where the fell raven croaks — 
White are his bones where rav'nous vultures scream 


White are his bones—and he'll return no more! 


The vale of Crucis, and the damsel's song, 
Have ceas'd to charm us. Onward as we wind, 


6 AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESQ. 
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By ſlow degrees the valley- scenes recede 

To dreary deserts - till around us frown 

Bleak hills, and stony cliffs, and many a rood 

Of black' ning heath, where never cheerful cot 

Bless'd the night wand'rer with its streaming light, 

Since there a direful crew of wizards join'd 

In furious conflict: — thrice three days they fought, 

And thrice three nights ('tis sung), and shook the rocks, 
And thunder'd through the waste with hideous roar. 


These horrors pass'd - we now enraptur'd hail'd 

The verd'rous glories of the Chluid's vale ! 

Where the far distant barriers of her hills 

Decreasing seem'd, between the sloping bourns, 

Just in the dim horizon, we descry'd 

The vast expansion of the solemn sea; 

By us, first seen, by us, to whom one place * 
Was native, and, auspicious in our birth, 


Ordain'd us twins in Friendship's sacred league. 
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Then as with Chappel, dearest of dear friends, 
I thro? this Cambrian Tempe roam'd at ease, 
And knew more joy, than oft has been my lot, 
Haply (so chance dispos'd our free discourse), 
The converse turn'd on absent friends belov'd:— 
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On Micio's mild reserve and tenderest heart, 
A genius modesty still half conceals, 
Yet under this sweet shade and softening veil, 
A soul of manly truth, and proud contempt 
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Of sordid conduct - with that constancy 

In friendship, those compassionate regards 
To venial frailties in a friend well known, 
And all those mild and mannerly respects, 
Which gild the worth that dignifies mankind. 


On Gratian, bless'd with every social grace 
Best seen in Friendship's gen'rous laws, and born 
To mellow science with the charms of ease, 
Shed on substantial worth the fairest bloom, n 
Catch Wisdom at the point, and yield to Truth 
The purest graces of perspicuous speech — 
Gay, without malice—pensive, without pangs— 
The zealous patriot, with the courtier's ease — 
And, whilst each Art proclauns him for her own, 
Embrac'd by Science with a parent's pride. — 


On Phœdon's ample intellect - a mind 
Keen to divide to penetrate - compare 
And wing its way with ease thro? truths profound, 
His forceful-wit, yet ever under rule 
Of Heav'n- taught wisdom, and a heart which SCOrns, 
By selfish lux'ries, in himself to stay 
An ever- flowing fount of charity. — 


On Myron's manly fire, with judgment fraught, 
A strength of mind which, like the solar orb, 
Shoots every way its rays, and beams to bless; 
Indulgent as maternal love, yet firm 
As ancient heroism at Duty's call. 


Nor thou, Asaphius, wert in such an hour 
Forgot by me. Oh, happiest of mankind 
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AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESQ. 
For what is happiness but worth like thine — 


Deep erudition, and a soul, by birth 
Steep'd in the very fount of Helicon ? 


Be such thy praises; but they melt as «tary 


Before thy sun- bright sanctities of soul: 


That piety (oh rare desert!) from youth — 


That heart of sympathetic tenderness 


That will, at Candour's kind, assiduous call, 


To mark, 


That firmness to come forth, in impious times, 


to cherish, to reward desert 


The just defender of primeval Faith 


That zeal, so temper'd with humility, 
That the convicted blend esteem with love— © 
And public praise, unsought, thy virtue crowns. 
Nor did I then, my thoughts employ'd on thee, 
Leave him unprais'd, thy brother—now no more, 


Oh ! his peculiar merits well might win 


Ling'ring attention—what perceptions clear 
Of Nature's beauties, blent with piercing wit 
To scan the characters of men, and weigh 
Things with such moral amplitude of mind, 


As spoke each charity of life his own. 


Soft was his heart, and pleasing melancholy 
Wrought elegance around his feeling soul. 
Averse from gen'ral converse—frank, and free 
Where Friendship sway'd, he ever yielded Truth 
The gen'rous zeal that warms his noble race. 

As thus our souls delighted roam in thought 

To distant friends - with an unusual charm 
(And who can wonder ?) from their leafy sprays, 
The birds sweet audience court. From clust'ring elms, 
The lonely thrush pours wide his mellow tones — 
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AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD — 12 9 


Tunes the gay lark his e, lay, 
Whilst from the shrubby glade or rocky dell, 
The blackbird's simple carol sounds a- field, 
And charms attention to his sylvan haunt. 


But, silence all ye feathery choristers, 
The nightingale preludes to sing, and plac'd 
On yon lone sycamore which shades the down, 
Whispers awhile his airs, then Ingh in song 
Trills to the raptur'd ears of still Attention, 
And, with his inany-winding cadence, wins 
From 3 Speech her most pathetic fog: 


For fron my converse, ever far is he 
That hath no sense, sweet bird, of thy sweet strains, 
No apprehension of serene delight — 

The purer bliss of fancy-featur'd life. 

Averse to love or friendship, gross of thought, 

The plodder plunges through his miry track, 
To low desires enslav'd, and sordid gain. 

To you, dear friend, I thus my heart disclose 
(Tho' wand'ring from my theme), as wont ere while 
When you and I, in well remember'd days, 
Convers'd harmonious. But I now resume 
My pleasing journey thro” the Chluid's vale. 


Lo! as we linger'd near Bahamnied's woods, 
Where B * * * t + steals awhile from patriot c cares, 
To woo the muses—through a rocky road, 

Before us slowly pac'd an ancient swain, 


— 
} Now the Right Hon, Lord B t. 
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10 AN EPISTLE ro EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESQ, 


A. dow before him-went his lids Bock: 
Bow-bent he was with age, and worn with care; 
An oaken crook supports his tremulous frame. 

| l Eg 5 Wich rev'rence due we greet him, and converse 

* 1 On times foregone - on Merlin's magic charms — 

j On Cainbria's princes, and Llewellyn's lyre; 

i Till grown familiar, thus the hoary swain 

His lowly life describ'd, and mean estate :— 


10 f « Yon ivied cottage, and yon bubbling stream, | 
11110 | « Yon little garden, and yon thymy bank, 
4 « Wich this small flock, have hitherto sustain'd, 


| % To these grey hairs, my life—a life of care: 

| 1 | My care is needful, for I live by care; 

1 « My food is simple, and my raiment mean — 
| « For I am poor; but had I wealth and land — 

| {| « Had I the wealth and land of that great Knight, 
1 | % Whose goodly mansion stands beside yon wood, 

« My clothes should silken be, and shine with gold, 

|| « And in my hall, throughout the livelong day, 

| | « I'd hear the tinkling of the British harp. 

1 But yon great Knight the plainest raiment wears, 
« Nor cloth of gold, nor silken-shining hose. 
Oft is he seen, slow wand'ring, as in thought, 

« Thro' shady woods, and over lofty hills, 

| | A - 44 And by the roaring of the mountain stream; 

WW « Or stealing down steep dingles, oft is heard 

« To speak fine verses in the solemn gloom, [ E 

« Mid brambly wilds, and brooks, and dropping springs; ® IF 

« And then to all the brooks and dropping Springs, 

« He gives melodious names, and tells such tales, 
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In words so plain, and yet so musical, 

« That I, rude shepherd, joy to hear him speak, 
« Lean list'ning on my crook, nor heed my sheep, 
„My straying ſneep nor heed the closing day.“ 


Admonish'd by the sweet approach of eve, 
We thence by Ruthen's castled ruins pass, 

Hast' ning to Denbigh. Now no more is heard 
The buz of children in the village school; 

But, as they gambol on the way-worn field, 
Their intermitted voices pierce our ears, 

Borne by the fav'ring gale. The jocund swains, 
Beſide the may-pole lay their blunted scythes, 
And deftly trip it to the praCtis'd harp 

Of blind musician. Breezy blew that eve 


Loose from the may-pole wav'd the flow'ry wreaths ; 


Upon the thresholds sit the rustic dames— 
Chat as they knit, or, tuning, turn their wheels: 
The merry milkmaids, singing, in a row, 
Glide throꝰ the hamlet to the neighbouring mead. 
Great is our joy to see the buxom swain 
Light o'er the stile with Phillis bounding, lead 
The rosy nymph thro? the sweet blossom'd beans 
To cot fresh smoking, or convivial green. 
Ah! then, Maria, then I thought on thee, 
Blooming with beauty, youth, and roseat health— 
Thy grace of movement, and thy grace of form, 
And all that soft serenity of soul, 
So sweetly imag'd by thy face and mien: 
But little thought I then thy blooming charms 
Were soon to wither in an early tomb ;— 
Then did I hope—but what is human hope 

COD C 2 | 
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The lengthen'd shadows, and the iow air, 
Fragrant and breezy, thro” whose clear expanse 
The distant scenes with more distinction press 
| On Rapture's eye, than in the misty blaze, 

604 And lavish'd lustre of the mid- day sun; 
These, and whatever signs attend the close 

Of Summer's day, attend the sweet approach 
Of eve when sweetest, touch with truest joy 

* Our senses, and inspire serene delight. 

1 But now, with rattling hoofs, our horses gain 

bt | The streets of Denbigh. Soon the castled hill 

We mounted, curious at one view to see 

The wide-spread valley, and the last remains 

Of glistering day amid the growing gloom. 

Around us, where we stood - above - below, 

The ruin'd castle spreads. A gateway here 

Bears the dread image of a Britith prince; 

The gather'd soil a range of windows there 

Half hides, and there the cumb'rous earth has hits 
Disclosing wide the captive's drear abode, | 
Beneath incumbent tow'r. Here spreading heaps 
Of ivy swell with intertexture close 
O'er buried ruins—there the searching eye 
Would lose the limits of the castled pile, | 
If, haply, the lone arch, and lofty tower 
Emerging, had not mark'd the spacious bourns,' 
When regal Policy, with jealous eye, 
Survey'd the bulwark—so0n a dread decree 
Anunounc'd its fate, and with explosure dire 

Of nitrous barrels, into ruins burst 

The pile stupendous : down the steep descent 
Roll'd the vast ruins—thund'rous was the clang 


uW 


LL > > > = 


We 
1 


AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESG. 13 


Of turrets tumbling down the ravag'd hill, 

Or whirl'd aloof thro? the re-bellowing air. 

Still are the massy fragments seen, as rocks 

By earthquakes $hatter'd, or the bolts of Heay'n. 

These, one might fancy, the terrific arms 

Torn by the giant-brood from mother Earth 

In impious battle. Where the pond'rous rocks, 

Rebounding from the solid gates of Heav'n, 

Fell—there they rooted in the ground—infix'd 

For ages, as the everlasting hills. 

Ah ! who can view unmov'd the dread remains— 

The mould'ring tombs the ruin'd palaces, 

And castled fabrics of renowned men, 

That once sustain'd the busied lot of life, 

And, with their generations, now are gone 

Whelm'd in that flood of time which, soon or late, 

Comes on us all, and sweeps us from remembrance ? 
Mindful of social meal and due repose, 

Pleasingly pensive down the hill we stray'd. 


Journey from Denbigh to Llanrhest. 


Sec ond Day. 


t 


Ar length, my friend, at social meal we met, 
Nor did we not enjoy the tender kid, ; 
Or ale pour'd skilfully by practisd hand 

Of landlord, ä in the — glass 
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Twinkles the froth, and foams about the brim. 
The joyous host, as we the beverage quaff, 
Eyes it decreasing, and, with laughing eyes, 
Demands the praise we laughingly bestow. 


Our wearied nature has partaken now 
Fresli'ning repast, and waits fit hour of rest. 
Careless we ply the miscellaneous chat, 

Till o'er us subtle Slecp unnotic'd stole. 
Awaking, Choppel cries, why ſleep we here? 


Still half asleep, scarce knowing what spoke 


Then let us hence, I cried, our destin'd time 
Adinits no waste upon a tedious road, 

That yields no rare display of Nature's scenes. 
We'll see the Conway, ere the rising sun, 

And see (what is too seldoni seen by me) 

The birth of Morn 'mid Nature's fairest scenes. 
My ready friend has touch'd the tinkling bell 
The ready landlord has the chaise prepar'd. 


The moon shines clear dowen, down the slope street clangs 


The burly carriage - many a casement opes, 
Where midnight wassails baniſh calm repose, 


Or Pity keeps her vigils by the sick. 


Our intermitted rest renew'd, we sleep 

Sound as the ship-boy on the whistling shroud; 
He wants no downy pillow—neither we: | 
So slept we soundly, till at Conway's flood 
(What time was dawning light) arriv'd, we pass 
A bowery road. It was a delicate morn — 

Th' aerial breeze was fragrant, and the sense 
Most exquisitely woo'd. The paly moon 

Lies in the Heav'ns with her attendant star— 


The mild memorial of departed night. 
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*T was one clear azure o'er the cloudless sky; 
The swarthy fisher had not dragg'd his boat 
From willow'd haven, nor the wakened boor 

His straw-built hut unlatch'd. The trodden paths 
Are unfrequented, where anon ſhall pace | 
The whistling lab'rer to his daily toil, 

Mark'd by the milk-maid, tripping merrily, 

Red as a rose, along the dewy mead. 

The lark still nestles in the clover'd turf, 

Soon ro arise, and on the morning breeze 

To warble as he soars. The morning breeze 
Upon our cheeks play'd cool —whilst on the soul 
The solemn silence of the dawning day 
Impress'd a fine sensation—as my mind 

Mus'd how benumb'd in death-resembling sleep, 
Innumerable men would soon awake, | 
Too many wretches to forgotten woe— 

To pleasure some, and some to gaudy'pomp, 
And those distinctions, which the leveller Sleep, 
Like Death, destroys, and in one common form 
Of blank insensibility, for a time 
Buries the bustling, many-fated race. 

So musing on the steep and bowery road, 

Darksome we journey'd —whilst th* unvarying scene 
Permitted thus to muse ; but now the boughs, | 
Suddenly parting wide, a sight disclos'd 

Which disentranc'd us, and compell'd the soul 

To look abroad, and, thro? the raptur'd eye, 

To feast sublime upon the works of God. 


It was the Penmenmaur, whose mountainous mass 
Bulg'd on the vacant air, which first amaz'd us ;— 
Rough were its sides, with many a rocky cliff, 

Which all about it hung like ruin'd towers 
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Of some great city by an earthquake rent 

From its broad base, or by the thund'rous storm 

Of num'rous hosts, by ling'ring siege enrag d. 
Oppos'd to this dread spectacle, appears 

The beauteous grandeur of fair-spreading woods; 
Nor $hatter'd of their boughs by stormy blast, | 
Nor by the fiery lightning rent, the trees 


Lift their round heads, fair-swelling on the sight, 


And feather down the Conway's shapely shore. 


Between the mountain and the woods appear 


Old Aberconway, whose embattled walls 


Present the Baron's citadel entire, | 
Save where the glooming ivy broadly spreads 


Its rev'rend foliage; or, high poiz'd in air, 
Hangs from a tow'r some over-ſhadowing tree, 
Hawthorn with bushy boughs, or slender ash, 


Umbrageous yew, or verdant sycamore. 


Beside the walls, the swelling Conway spreads, 


*. 
% 


Sea-like, and, in its stately mirror, shews 
The bord'ring range of turrets ; here the bark 
Anchors—anon, with sails expanded, flies 
Before the morning gale—loud flap the sails, 
Or gently bellying to the wind, the bark 


Over the smooth tide speds its easy way. 


Beyond the flood, ascending woodlands grace 
The barren beach; and, bosom'd high in groves, 
Rise the grey turrets of an ancient hall — | 
Beside whose rich domain, the Cape of Orme 
Thrusts his rough rocks into th' Iernian sea. 


Sweet was our morning's meal, old Cambria's scenes 
Thrill through our hearts the tors of ancient days 
Encircling, whirl our thoughts a charming round, 

And antiquate, it seem'd, our very souls. 


Blu 


AN EPISTLE TO EDWARD WINNINGTON, ESQ. 


Nothing was wanting, mid a stranger race 

Far from old homes (yet thither many a thought, 
Glancing with love), in youth, in health - and far 
From other friends, we felt our friendship's force: 
Unutterable charm tears from my eyes 

Stole, when the harper, bard- like blind, across 
The Cambrian lyre his volant fingers threw, 


And call'd forth ancient airs, which once had pow'r 


To smooth the stern and furrow'd front of War. 


To Bangor thence, upon the level shore, 

We bend our course. Beneath the horses hoof 
Crash heaps of fractur'd shells, or on the sand 
We smoothly pace it by the roaring sea — 
On which the sun full-blazing showers his rays, 

Chequering with tremulous light the azure waves 
Which roll innumerable; here and there 
The sea- birds o'er the wide-spread waters sail 
With steady wing, or, circling in the air, 
Drop down swift-gliding, or as floating buoy 
Are gently wafted on the waving sea. 
We pass d the perilous Penmeamaur—awhile 
Refresh'd at low-roof'd Bangor — ere the noon, 
Carnarvon's tow'rs beheld and beauteous bay, 
And high above them Snowden's cloud-capt mass. 
Eager we visit soon the castled beech ; . 
And as we stood beside the surging se, = 
And heard its sullen song —with hand uprais'd, 
The guide seem'd chiding us to mark the tow'r 
Where Edward of Carnarvon first began 


His luckless life. Then, then thy friend, as wont, 


Thus morally exclaim'd: ah ! how hath Time 
Blurr'd Glory's scene! There canopies of state, 
D . 
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There storying tapestry, grac'd the feastful rooms; 
There the shrill clarion, to the mellow horn 
Attemper'd, echo'd thro? the vaulted roofs, 

And cheerly sounded o'er the wat'ry shore. 
Then as at night from yon high turret blaz'd 
The radiant lamp, the sea- lost mariner 

Was taught to shun the hidden rocks and sands. 
Now hollow sounding wind, now wasting rain, 
The royal palace with rude empire sway : 

Along yon courts, where once was heard the hoof 
Of prancing war-horse, or the lively din 

Of knights careering with emblazon'd arms 

At gorgeous tournament ; where once was heard 
From golden gallery the band of bards 

Smiting the bold harp to the songs of war, 

And kings in high state sat, and drank the strain, 
And for fresh battles fir d - the shrill- voic'd bat 

- With short excursion flits, and clam' rous owls 
From ancient ivy urge their nightly course 
Beneath the moonlight; as they sail along, 


Black o'er the brighten'd ground their shadows glide, 


Seen by poor pilgrims, shelt'ring with regret, 
Where dainty dames once slept in gilt alcoves. 


To Snowden thence we took our destin'd way ; 
Dark grew the day with' clouds and drizzly rain— 
When at the mountain's foot a cot we saw, 

And, ent'ring, shelter crav'd. The dwelling rude, 
And rude the tenants—on their feet, I ween, 

No hosen ; oaten cake they brought, and ale— | 
And turf ill-scented smok'd upon the hearth. 

In vain we hop'd serener skies—in vain 

Wish'd to descry from Snowden's lofty brow 

The wide-spread sea beneath, and varied land. 
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This was the scene to crown our Cambrian tour, 
In purpos'd hope; but oft man's hopes are dews 
Before the blazing sun of Providence, 
Or on his disappointments, Grace divine 
Builds higher bliss than his weak reason plans. 
No longer side by side, with social chat, | 
The tedious road we shorten'd, or obsery'd 
The rarer forms which Nature here presents ; 
Lect'ring on curve, and contrast one by one, 
Clad in thick coats of unbeseeming shape, 
Oieer rocks, bogs, pools, and foaming cataracts, 
1 Our guide we follow'd : heavy beat the rains, 
And blasts of blust'ring wind around us roar'd. 
Y Dread scene !—imagine first an ample dale, 
Eo One side of which the shaggy Snowden forms, 
2 Half hid in clouds, along whose broken base 
A Lay pil'd prodigious rocks, which oft are heard 
S Tempesting down his side with thund'rous roar, 
And sometimes seen, amid their prone career, 
To leap enormous from a mightier rock, 
Dash'd to the nether flood. Wide spreads the flood— 
The white waves curl aside the distant banks, | 
And the bar'd earth beneath the headlong load 
Shakes: at her hearth, the matron, mid her babes, 
Sits spinning unappall'd, and says, to stil! 
| The little startled crew, tis only Snowden.? 
5 Adverse to Snowden's side, another ridge 
Spreads mountainous, and this in height so vast, 
That its grey summits shun the stretching sight. 
So dark a roof of clouds then over-hung 
The dale—whilst issuing from the craggy sides, 
4 Vast cataracts (their upland source unseen), 
In whitening torrents, thro? the dim dale flash'd, 
D2 
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Rebellowing all around; then borne along, | 
Infuriate tempest, thro? the rifted earth, 
They roll a river down the gloomy dale. 
The river widening, with decreasing foam, 
Slides on a level with majestic pace, 
And forms, at length, a fair and tranquil lake, 
Beside whose waters, on a shapely mount, 
A lonely tow'r appear'd, and haply there, 
Shelt'ring beneath the moss-grown edifice, 
A flock of goats beside the goatherd stood; 
They, motionless and mute, in close array; 
He, with cross'd feet, and leaning on his crook, 
Wich keen regard observ'd the varying sky: 
The sky was varying—on the placid lake 
The sun- beam glanc'd anew—the goats dispers'd— 
And, whistling on his way, the goatherd went. 
We pass'd the lonely tow'r and beauteous lake, 
And wander onward thro' the desert dale, 
Till bursting forth from rocks and rugged wilds, 
Ere the last sun-beam glimmer'd on the day, 
'Thro' the green meadows, on our ambling steeds 
We gayly pace—till Llanrhest's little town 
Receiving us, concludes our pleasing toils. 


Adieu, dread Snowden !—And ye sons of men, 
Who palaces and tow'ry cities build, 
Or on the formidable ocean ride 
In your majestic fleets, contemplate well 
All human works, and own them far surpass'd 
By the rude mass of Snowden—work divine | 
Yet thou, vast mountain, whether down thy sides 
The glaring light'ning glances *mid the gloom 
Of clouds -' mid storms and roaring cataracts, 
Or in the clear air, far and wide appears 
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Thy sun:-illumin'd summit, whence are seen 
Rivers, and woods, and towns, and verdant vales, 
Misshapen mountains, deep-embossom'd lakes, 
And solemn seas, and dim-discover'd chores — 
Still art thou, Snowden, an unfeeling mass, 
Less noble than the rav'nous bird that builds 
His habitation in thy loſty cliffs, 

And soars so far above thee, that thy bulk 
Scapes the keen grasp of his imperious eye; 
Still far less noble than that mind which sees 
God in his glorious works, and shall survive 


When thou, vast mountain, when tlie snow-clad Alps, 
The flaming Andes, Athos shadowing wide, 
Tall Teneriff, the bleak Riphcean range, 
And Caucasus himself, shall be no more. 


May scenes like these, thou dearest of dear friends, 
Depictur'd, not displease thy gen'rous mind, 
Which haply now the dread Pantheon charms, 
Simply majestic, or the sculptur'd stone | 
Wrought into semblance of some hero's form, 
Strikes with a solemn sense of ancient days, 


Of Roman glories, and the vast domain 


Won by the loſtiest of the human race: 
Inspiring objects to a soul like thine— 
Nor yet can daunt it—zealous and endow'd 


To raise as high in fame a Briton'swarth, 
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Tuo' Phœbus from his noon- day height 
Now pours the broadest blaze of light, 
Vet, sailing in the Heavens afar, 
Methinks I see Diana's car 
Softly sliding down the skies, 
Above yon hills + which eastern rise. 
Bellona thence, in elder days, 
Bade great Glendower's tents to blaze 
Mid spacious mounds, which now bestovp 
The sheep a fence from driving snow, 
Or, when the Sun meridian rides, 
Protect en with their ridgy sides. 
| Lo! to these hills Diana's car 
| Seems now its glitt'ring pomp to bear, 


+ Woodbury hills, where Owen Glendower had his camp, 
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| 
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| | | In the year 1776. 
| 
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As if on that aerial seat 

Meant a choir of Gods to meet 

Pomona, busied to prepare 

Her rich repast and nectar'd fare c 
On mountains, whence her raptur'd eye 
Views the vales that such supply. 

Ah ! as the glories nigher move, 

The car I saw seems that of Love; 

And Hymen, with his festive trains, 


In Pomona's * valley deigns, 


At Love's request, his visit pay— ' 
Redoubling the delights of May. 

Then, Hymen, with thy smiling friend, 
Young Love, and Beauty's queen descend, 
Where Pomona's genial hand 

Sheds plenty o'er the laughing land. 

But, hovering first in air sublime, 

Deign hear Palemon's rapt'rous rhyme ; 
And, whilst he paints the valley's praise, 
Gaze, O ye Gods, delighted gaze 


See, ranging ober yon beacon-height, 
The glooming groves chastise the light; 
Mix'd with the copse, the moor, the down— 


Uplands green and fallows brown, 


All in a thousand shapes combin'd, 

As Chance hath left or Art design'd, 
With varying lights and shadows please, 
Such as chequer waving seas. 


A rich vale in Worcestershire, washed by the river Teme. 
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And now behold the sheep that stray, 
The lambs too which about them play 
Beside yon thyme-empurpled hill, 
Beneath whose shelter, gracious still 
To worth, time-honour'd Courtesy 
Her gate expands with heart- felt glee, 
And bids Palemon praise the dome * 
Where once Damztas + found his home, 
Smiting with more than past'ral fire, 
. And yet with past'ral ease, his lyre ; 
| Where wise Alexis, f mild of mien, 
Sooth'd the soul with airs serene, 
Yet on his lyre could varying play 
Airs that made the gravest gay ; 
Where all-accomplish'd Corin || shew'd 
To Damon & what to Fame was ow'd, 
Pointing his enthusiast guest 
The path by poet's foot unpress'd ; 
Where Art, with unrelenting aim, 
Smooths and works her way to fame. 
Now mark the glittering rocks that rise 
Amid yon wilds, where Labour plies, 
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* Abberley-lodge, the seat of Ronzer BrowLzy, Esg. the descendaut 
of the celebrated Mr, Wa. 
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1 Dryden. 


+ Addison. It is more than probable, that it was in this fitting seat 
of the Muses, where this amiable writer planned his Worcestershire 


papers, and saw the original Sir Roger de Coverley, 


ed 0 kc had tw. 


Wir IIA WALSH, ESg. 


& Pope. 


AN EPITHALAMIUM. WM 


Darkling, deep in mines, the toil 
Which bids the Winter's evening smile, 
When all around the blazing fire 
Ariconian cups inspire 
Those honest hearts, whose jovial glee 
Laughs with old Simplicity. 
See there the winding path-way, worn 
Across the lightsome fields of corn, 
Whence with delight the wand'rer sees 
Hoary glens and Shadowy tree; 
Where, murmuring down the shrubby ads. 
Streamlets flash thro' twilight shade. 
Yon woods beside, yon orchards near, 
Her farm-cot Ceres joys to rear— 
Each with its flowery garden grac'd, 
Where the thatch'd hive duly plac'd, 
Busy bee, with humming lay, 
Sings the birth of merry May. 
Bedeck'd with blossoms white as snow, 
Bloom the pear-trees, many a row ; 
Whilst Ariconium's roseat tree 
. Widely wafts its fragrancy. 
Deign'd he, the Muse's god, again 
Frequent the meads—a tuneful swain, 
The Muse's god would fail in lays 
Fitting yon fair meads to praise 
Jo praise yon stream which winding flows, 
And half the valley's grace bestows, 
Its silvery zone, that seems to glide 
Amid the scene with parent pride. 
There, in their fresh attire, the trees, 
Oft waving with the river's breeze, , 
| k | 
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O' er hanging, now conceal the stream, 
Now yield it to the sunny beam, 
Disclosing to the distant sight, 

Its liquid mirror of the light.“ 


Haste, Hymen, haste, and here descend 

With thy laughter-loving friend, 
With sportive Health of ruddy mien, 
With Hope, and Peace, and Beauty's queen, 
Hear from yon cloud the blithe-ey'd May 
Tune for thee her roundelay, 
Whilst all about her, as she sings, 

The Zephyrs crowd and flap their wings. 
Haste then with thy beauteous train, 
Whose influence guards thy golden reign, 
Whose presence now breathes grace and joy, 
Some blest event proclaiming nigh. 


From many a realm of warmer day, 
Glad Hymen cries, I bend my way, 
Nor ill exchange the citron grove, 

Or the myrtle bow'rs of love, 


—— — —ͤ—ͤ— Ne non nn» 


This episodical description of the piQuresque valley, in which 
Palemon resides, is as accurate as he could make it with the advantage 

of copying, with pen in hand, from the windows in his house, in dif- 

* ferent aspects, the different objects described as far as they were visible. 
This circumstance may account for the corredness of the description, 
and, at the same time, for the deſedts of it in other respeds. When 

the reader is appriſed that Edwin and Annabel are the principal residents 

in point of property, xc. in this beautiful valley, the description of ir 
will not be judged episodical in the extreme. 
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AN EPITHALAMIUM), | 


For this fair vale, by Nature drest 

In Pomona's greenest vest, 

Where Summer seeks select retreat, 
From the swart domains s of heat, 

Where thou, so lov'd by me, sweet May, 
Shalt crown me with thy garland gay. 

He spake, and May, nigh hovering, showers, 
From her unfolded mantle, flowers, 
Which falling, snow-like, o'er the vale, 
Fragrance, worthy Heav'n, exhale, 
Whilst ev'ry where from ev'ry tree 

Trill the birds new melody. | 
Palemon snatch'd his harp, yet fears 

(Such warblings so enchant his ears) 

To touch it though his raptur'd eye 
Sparkles a lightning flash of joy. : 
Where, on a mount bedeck'd with bowers, 


To Hymen rais'd, a temple towers ; 


There, mid the rose and jasmine, rise 
Clouds of incense to the skies, | 

But now the clarion's mellow voice 

Bids the vale rejoice, rejoice ! 

As through the temple's golden gate, 

The Gods glide on with godlike state, 

Till Hymen, thron'd, lifts high his hand, 
And utters thus his blest command: | 
Let all, whom gen'rous love would bind, 


Approach, and here my favour find.“ 


Scarce had he spoken, when, behold ! 
Clouds 'gan gather—air grew cold; 


Songs from the greenwood sound no more, 


But Silence reigns the valley o'er. 
E 2 
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A form, half-shrunk to Death, appears, 
Bow-like bent by weight of years; 
White were his hairs, which thinly spread, 
Bestreak'd his bald, brown, wrinkled head 
The wight, by name of Av'rice known, | 

Bow'd, tremor-struck, before the throne— 
Yet grinning wide, with toothless jaws, 

The blear-eyed sage looks proud applause 
At many a couple in his train, 

Who barter'd love away for gain. 

Momus, when mad, for frolic ties, 

In soon-snapt band, such contraries ; 

But sure as mad is carking Care, 

That gravely wolf and lamb would pair— 
Bid toothless Age young Hebe please, 

And twine brisk Health about Disease. 

40 Wretch, Said offended Hymen, here 
« Presums't thou with thy crew t' appear? 

Thou foe to love, thou slave to gold — 

« Madly mingling young with old, 

„The living with the dead; away, 

« Wint'ry blast, nor blight the May : 

« Ice-hearted Crone, from. me begone, 

« And fly the rage of Beauty's son. 

Love shook his brow, with anger red; 

Av'rice saw the flame, and fled : 

And where his flying legion goes, 
Loud-hissing Scorn her curses throws 
Croak toads, cry ravens, asses bray, 

Bellow big bulls athwart their way 
Through ev'ry dell, from ev'ry door, 
Barking dogs, re-echo'd, roar— 
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And, screaming o'er 'em, rav'nous kites, | ; I 
Emblematic mock the wights. 
Veil'd in a cloud, above the dome, 
Blithe May beholding what would come, 


Forc'd, by the rustling of her veil, 


Rain by fits, or pattering hail: 


Now breezes whisper, storms invade, 
Now light has flash'd, and now 'tis shade. 


Then high-plum'd Vanity is seen 

Slow swimming in with mincing mien: 

A robe she wears of thousand dies, 

And rolls a thousand ways her eyes. 

The damagsk lip of Venus smil'd ; 

But Love's regard was laughter wild ; 
Pomona, rural goddess, stares, 

So new to her such modish airs ; 

Hope frown'd, and o'er her beauteous face 
Drawing her veil with solemn grace, 

Lets slip her anchor on the ground, 
Startling Hymen with the ound. 

Away, peruicious Vanity, 

Exclaims the God - thou foe to me; 

Thy vap'ring folly's frantic haste, 

Mounts to Ruin's blaze at last: 

Away, and with thee lead thy train, 
Vicious soon from being vain, 

The slaves of Lux'ry, Fashion's fools, 
Whom thy pride-fed madness schools, \ 
To fly the bliss which only lies | 5 
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On the down of Charities, | ; 


Assigned by Virtue and by me, ' 
The meed of their simplicity, | | 
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Whose heartfelt love and lasting truth, 
Win from me what raptures youth, 
And, whilsts it comforts manhood's cares, 
Sheds the best balm on hoary hairs. 
Mark, Venus, mark yon shameless crew, 
They borrow not one gies from you, 
Nor deem'st thou, gen'rous Love, that they | 
Can ought extend thy blissful Sway: 
The satyr Lust, their God alone, 
Shakes thro” them your sacred throne, 
Where Virtue sees about its hase 
Sportive babes refſect your grace; 
Firm Faith and tear-bright Pity stand, 
Sees, and triumphs in your band. 
Away, pernicious Vanity, 
For ever found the foe to me. 
The fools of Fashion flit away, 
But not unmark'd by smiling May, 
Who on her cloud forth sallying goes, 
And, sailing o'er her frighted foes, 
On them hails and rains by fits, 
And now her cloud the lightning splits, 
Her thunder now assails each ear, 
And rives the weak-soul'd crew with fear. 
Soon with their shrieks in chorus join, 
Whilst echo aids the Pow'rs design, 
The screaming peacock, chattering jay, 
And the cuckoo of the May; 
Whilst mimic starlings, with the pie, 
Cuckoo mocking, cuckoo cry ; 
Then fierce with hate of Folly's thi 1 
Minerva's birds, an army, came, | f ] 
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Hoot, flap their wings, or, vulture-like, 
The proud ones with their talons strike. 
Plagues after plagues assail the crew, 
Whom last the hinds with prongs pursue, 
And bid them with a hoarse, rough roar, 
Nature's walks insult no more. 
Rapt on the wing, with speed divine, 
Exulting stands near Hymen's shrine, 
That gayest form of Beauty, May, 
Dealing round her garlands gay. 
Soon as the wreaths the gifted grac'd, 
May, by willing Venus plac'd, 
Smil'd, when she saw sweet-smiling Love 
Their accord, as wont, approve. 
Oh! then, what stillness spread around, 
Rais'd by Music's solemn sound, 
Which by degrees to livelier strain 
Ascending, fill'd with joy the fane! 
Forth Hymen blaz'd with all his grace, 
And triumph glow'd in Love's young face. 
The golden gates then opening wide, 
Rapture views the billowy tide 
Of many a youth and many a maid, 
Who beneath the scented shade 
Of flow'ry canopies high rear'd, 
In the bounding dance appear'd : 
Their eyes, their hearts, their feet, their hands 
Obey the timbrel's brisk commands. 
Palemon leads, with Friendship's pride, 
Young Edwin and his beauteous bride ; 
His floating robe was forest-green, 


Befitting well that sylvan scene, 
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Whence all the fragrance of the May 

His care had cull'd to grace the day, 

And for his garland, crook, and crown, 
Had search'd the meadow, dale, and down. 
Fair Annabel, rob'd lilly-white, | 
Rose of youth, salutes the sight, 

Whilst Edwin's bliss-bespeaking air, 
Shew'd him as fond as she was fair: 

The Gods beheld his noble pride, 

Nor wonder'd when they saw his bride ;— 
Hope on her anchor lean'd anew, 

Bade Love the pair ('twas needless) view, 
(For well, I ween, his urchin heart 
Had there not feebly wrought its part) — 
Whilst Venus ey'd th' exulting boy, 
Serenely sat, but shar'd his joy, 
And, with a smile that might appease 
Into a calm the raging seas, 
Told, she had lent the bride that grace, 
Which now lit joy in Hymen's face. 
Palemon then explor'd his lyre, 

To find the sounds that fit his fire, 

Then cry'd, can speech, can song impart 
The movements which inspire my heart? 
Dear Edwin, can all Friendship's zeal 
Declare how much for thee I feel? 

O Annabel, whose silken chain 
Shall so thy Edwin's heart retain, 

That he no more would now be free, 
Thus blest, supremely blest in thee ! 

What joy to view thy form of grace, 
Those ingenuous charms of face, 
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AN EPITHALAMIUM. | 


Those roseate hues, whose rapid flow 
Discern'd beneath that chrystal snow, 
With *witching rhet'ric speak in thee 
Young health, and sacred modesty ; _ 


Those eyes but Citherea smiles 


At my purpos'd fruitless toils, 

And so would smile were Homer here, 
Did not Homer's self not fear, 

With all his stretch of skill divine, 
Eyes to paint like her's and thine. 


Ah! Edwin, tears of friendship tell, 


Whilst I praise thy Annabel, 
That thee I deem of her possess'd, 
As far as friend can wish thee blest. 
For is not her's sweet innocence, 


Pure piety without pretence, 


Gay-featur'd ease, conversant fire, 
The worth that principles inspire, 
Quick comprehensive sense to see 
The thousand claims of Charity, 
With Pity's softly sweet control, 
Diffusing grace o'er Honour's soul? 
Tho? pracCtis'd wisdom is the root 
That boasts sweet temper its best fruit, 
That temper here in earliest age, 


Seems, my lov'd Edwin, ro presage 


(Blent with the pow'rs of reas'ning mind) 
The blest companion you shall find, 
The mild adviser, priceless friend, 
To smooth your life, till life shall end. 
Yet, Annabel, thy tend'rer sex 
Life's brambly mazes would perplex, 

| * 
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Did not the force of manhood's soul 
The fiends which haunt the wild control; 
Know then in Edwin the due zeal 
For his lov'd Annabel to feel 
The heart, the taste, the mind to see 
How much that zeal is due to thee : 
Assur'd, in him that honour know 
Whose fluctuation works no. woe, 
That ease, with courtesy combm'd, 
Which nurses love in noble mind, | 
Those arts, that genius, which chall yield, 
Mid all Life's tasks, a sportive field 
The care-spent spirit to restore, 
And smooth its toil till life is o'er. 
These arts shall teach his soul to view 
All his treasur'd stores in you; 
These arts shall still diversify _ 
Each to each in other's eye; 
And tho' the body's frame decay, 
The mind with growing grace array ; 
And shall when thou, fair Annabel, 
May less in Beauty's charms excel, 
Still to thy Edwin shew thee fair, 


His love continue with his care, 
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And, mid the snows of hoary age, 

The myrtles set that mock his rage. 

 Hymen, tis thine, the bright renown | 
With which this pair thy shirine shall crown; 
And may their blended worth reclaim 
The long-lost lustre of thy name. 

Then all the Gods at once arise, 

When all in rapture, Hymen cries: 


« Ye social pow'rs of Hymen's reign, 


< The utmost bliss which man can know.“ 
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Assembled here to grace his fane, 
Bid Triumph all his pomp display, 


Bid Joy assume, and crown the day 
« Let the fair nymphs their timbrels bring, 


Dance, and Io Hymen sing; 


Let the brisk youths, to join the dance, 


Wich lifted garlands now advance, 


And, as their light feet kiss the ground, 


A louder — Io Hymen—sound. 


Yea, all ye pow'rs of Hymen's reign 


Haste, and join the jocund train, 
And on this noble pair bestow 
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A 
MORNING WALK. 


Warn Night's dun arch gan wear a brighter "IM 
The chanticleer's shrill carol call'd | 
My steps abroad, and seem'd to say, Come forth, 
* And breathe the dawn's odorous gale.” 


Wich hasty feet my flowery thickets pass'd, 


My dewy lawn, and woodland wild — 


Pleas'd, on my mount's aerial brow I stand, 


To mark the gradual birth of Day. 
Wide was the silence, save where Philomel, 
Whose song had woo'd the Night's dull ear 
(Hid in the copse that slopes adown the hill), 
Seem'd whisp'ring then her farewel sweet. 
Through opening clouds, the yet apparent moon 
Decks the blue sky with . serene; 
The star, her fair associate, glimmers near, 
Ordain'd to lead the purple morn. 


Soft-breathing morn, I cried - dear solitude, 


Propitious nurse of noble thought, 
And thou delicious vale beneath me spread, 
By me selected seat of joy, 


5 Where, to the world unknown, I lull my life, 


Studious of good and wise in peace. 
Ye well-known woods, ye meads, ye flowery dales— 
Dales, meads, and woods, how fair! tho' dress'd 
By the grey dawn alone in milder hues, | 
Than when the gorgeous sun comes forth 
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To run his race, and over lands and seas 
Flings all abroad the golden day. 
And, O thou secret path of winding Teme, 
Thy liquid lustre hence unseen, 
Yet to be trac'd thy chequer'd banks along, 
By many a mead, and many a grove, 
By yon slope poplars, and yon willows grey, 
Von heron-haunted sallow-wilds, 
Fields where the pillar'd hop fair-order'd blooms, 
Or Ariconian fruitage fair ; 
Or where the miller's shed, mid meadows green, 
Hangs all aside the foamy weir 
Become, O sweetest path of secret Teme, 
Just emblem of my lowly life; N 
Calm let it flow, and in a shady course, 
Far from Ambition's fev' rous fire, 
Felt in its fruits alone - myself unseen, 
Nor needing fame, if Heav'n approve. 
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GENEROSITY.* 


Genrrorty divine; 

Darling Pow'r of all the Nine, 
Since alone they owe to thee 
Their supremest harmony: 
Those benign affections owe, 
Whence celestial numbers flow, 


W hence Imagination s rays 


Lend the bard her purest blaze, 
Healing warmth, instructive light, 
And such forms for mental sight, 


That the fair ideas fire 


Man to join the heav*nly choir, 
Rais'd o'er earthly wor and crime, 
On the Muse's wing sublime. 

All the famous lights of ages, 
Legislators, sainted sages, 

And the grave historic seet, 

Were to thee disc iples dear. 
Fortitude, without thy grace, 
Moulders soon from Glory's base ; 
Learning's but a lifeless Shade, 


Spoil'd of thy soul-stirring aid; 
Eloquence a poison'd dart, 


When it comes not from the heart, 
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TO GENEROSITY. 39 


Where heroic Honour's force 
Gives the strength, and points the course ; 
Virtue walks not but with thee, 


Nor, I wish, that Wit should be 


(Spawn of Malice, spawn of Pride), 
If her step thou dost not guide. 
Frank-eyed goddess, if thy grace 
Lead me through my lowly race 
(Watchful of thy pointing eye, 
Ready, where thou bidst, to fly, 
Ev'ry peril bold to dare 

In Life's ever-changing war) 
Tho' my soul for glory pant, 
Other palm I chall not want, 
Than the velf-applause divine, 
Felt, but only felt, by thine. 
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MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION. 
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Auip the wild woods, which my cot surround, 
Wand'ring alone, on many things I mus'd, 

And sometimes sigh'd, and shed the tender tear, 
Reviewing days whose joy no more returns 
When youth swam buoyant o'er the flood of life, 
Its storms unfelt, and all above was clear, 

The bottom of Life's deep unvisited, 

Its monstrous, unimagin'd forms unseen. 

Ah ! how unlike, I thonght, or spoke aloud 


(Careless, as wont, what wand'rer in the woods 


Might haply hear my solitary plaint)— 

Ah ! how unlike, I sorrowtully cried, 

Is life experienc'd to the dreams that play'd 

Around my childhood, when, methought, (or Time 
Has marvellously dimm'd remembrance), I | 
Saw nought before me but one glorious scene, 

And almost, whilst my hand the rattle shook, 
Within it grasp'd the proudest wreath of Fame. 
None I requir'd to praise my roseate cheek, | 
To note my squirrel-gambols, raptur'd catch 

The tuneful trippings of my infant tongue, 


And from my buddings bode my coming bloom— 


Yet long have liv'd to rue these flattering days. 
The genius of the place was much my foe, 
Dear native Lichfield, dear parental love, 
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A MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION. 
An elder brother,* whose too partial zeal, 
Whose higher genius and more brilliant light, 
Tho' sunk so soon, which blazing now had shone 
A lamp for ages —all, alas ! conspir'd 
To catch me with such specious trains of hope, 
As rent, soon rent, in this life's brambly scene, 
Would early force my feeling heart to ache, 
Would much too early steep in pensive pangs 
Youth's opening flowrets, shadow'd, ere due time, 
Tho? bright their hues, with many a cypress sprig. 
Ah ! I must still lament the countless pangs 
My soul, the Muse's nursling from my birth, 

Has paid for Fancy's dower, and giv'n those ills, 
Which harmlessly recoil from common minds, 
The venom'd fang that fastens on the heart. 
What tho” beneath the brightest blaze of hope 
My life then started—soon that blaze was lost 
Beneath the simplest artlessness of mind. 
Misdeeming that address and art were blame, 
Fond to believe that vigour would surmount 
'The countless snares of Envy, and outsoar 
The little peevish rivalries of life— 

I could not then suspect how few there are 
That can or will discern ingenuous wagth ; 

Or when they see it struggling into flame, 


_*Midst every damping circumstance of youth, 


Or pitying help th' obstruction to remove, 
Or view with candour faults that fade with time ; 
Nor could I number, what are numberless, | 


G 


41 


42 A MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION. 
The single stars, whose joint assemblage forms | 
That crown of glory, whose immortal blaze, 

Tho? myriads pant to win it, few shall wear.— _ 
Nor early could I ken what, after seen, 
Were sure a wounding sight how, all in arms, 
The well-born and the wealthy rise to check 
The bright advances of that rarer worth, | 
Which but from heaven proceeds. But when my powers 
Gan borrow aid from solitude, to weigh 
The moments of chief good, then on my view | 
Rose what remain'd of blessings in my reach— 
Then on my purified discernment, rose 
A new Ambition in a purer garb 
Than what had woo'd the fervours of my youth : 
The borders af her garment were not wrought 
With gold-emblazon'd titles, or her hair 
| Braided with art, and deck'd with costly stone — 
« Plain in her neatness,”” simple in her grace; 
The more she was survey'd, the more she charm'd, 
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i Was lov'd, and was ador'd ; her eye darts sense, Or 
: That dissipates the mist, and bares the truth, Tt 
ig | Shews Virtue only glorious, and her mced, - Co 
ft Though here denied by man, yet sure in Heaven, Th 
. I seem deliver'd from an angry storm; NM. 
it Steer'd by Content, and Faith, and holy Hope, W. 
jo I turn my course from this world's crowded strand, Me 
1 Its marts of wealth, and palaces of pride, N WI 
. And, Heav'n assisting, hope at length to gain Son 
A little quiet creek, and calmly there, 
The gentlest brecze inspiring, glide to port 5 1 


Ere on my hoary head severer Age 


Lays his cold hand, and bends me with its weight. 


A MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION. 43 
| | <p 
Such was the tenor of my pensive thoughts 
When, lull'd too by the sylvan shade, I felt 
My spirit hush'd in peace, and down I sat 
On the green turf beside a gurgling stream; 
Now list'ning to the soothing song of bird, 
Or glancing o'er the mazy sylvan scene | 
My raptur'd eye, I seem'd awhile entranc'd, 
Lost in the glories of the works divine, 
By shade, and stream, and cooling air refresh'd, 
_ While Sirius fir'd the noon-day. Sweetly then 
Dear interchange of fitting book I sought, 
Opening the pages of the Sabine muse, 
Meet for all hours, and ev'ry mood of man. 
Mine eye first haply caught the mournful ode 
Which wept Quintilius dead ; my whole heart own'd 
The lyrist's pow'rs—1 wept, and mus'd, and then 
(For my Quintilius I had lately lost) 
Thus, in the woodlands all alone, exclaim'd : 
Ah! now across my pleasing pensive thoughts, 
On men approv'd in virtue now no more, 
Thou, Tottie,* patron of my earliest youth, 
| Com'st foremost, and demandest some small note 
That I remember thee ;—if I forget thee, 
: May never more my spirit know the joy 
Which only converse such as thine affords. 
Methinks I now with charm'd attention stand, 
Where all stood charm'd, to hear thy tuneful speech 
Some sacred theme unfold, and clear in truth, 


ers 


® The Rev. Dr, Tottie, Canon of Christ-Church, Oxford, 
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44 . A MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION. | 
And in the scriptures mighty, blended pour 
Its streams of Attic grace, and Christian zeal, = 
Till all thy spirit catch the sacred fire, = 
And thy tongue trembles, and thy tear-bright eye T 
Darts fire, darts virtue through our thrilling breasts, 
And sends us home to commune with our God. 
He, who like thee is holily endow'd, 
And brings from Heav'n such royalty of speech 
To blazon Truth, and win the careless mind 
To see, to ponder, to pursue its good — 
Feels, in one moment of that still regard, 
Which Nature yields him when she most aspires 
To search with all her zeal for man's chief good, 
More sweet, more pure, and dignified delight, 
Than Emp'rors can bestow in pomp and place. 
This is that pow'r, whose orb of glory deals 
Fire from itself, and light, nor paly gleams 
The cold reflection of a brighter blaze. 
For when the reason, fancy, passions join, 
To separate one from many, to command 
Man's rapt attention to the charms of speech 
(Man's utmost happiness th" inspiring theme); 
And when the public benefactor soars 
Above all sordid fears, and low respects, 
Above the servitude of courts and schools, 
The prejudice of time, and place, and name, 
Manly with grace, with charity sublime, 
And nourish'd into strength of soul, not swoll'n; 
And dropsy-bloated with his studious toils — 
This true disciple of the prophets? school, v 
This genuine pupil of the Muses, shines 
The champion of eternal Truth, adorn'd 
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With such a diadem of rare desert, | 
That he should blush blood-red, could he deign grieve. 
If thankless man (whate'er the cause) deny 


. His gen'rous virtues their terrestrial meed. 
5 What boots it him if lesser faculties, 


= . Mere erudition, or the wretched skill 
To sooth and menage men for selfish ends, 
Bow not the fasces when his pomp appears. 

This is the worth august, which Envy marks 
With hatred, feels, and pines to feel her loss, 
And yet would hide by scorn her inward pang. 
Dread fiend, who never joy'st with them that joy, 
Who, by one hideous movement of the soul, 

Pour'st on its peace an all- devouring flood. 

Envy —what is it? God to thee or me 
Gives at our birth, congenial with the soul, 
A precious root which, nurs'd by social love, 
Would bear the goodliest fruit to bless mankind ; 
So let it be, saith God; but Envy comes 
Athwart the will divine, and impious says, 
It shall not be'—and breathes upon the plant, 
And smiles to see it wither, droop, and die. 
E'en so smil'd Satan, when on Adam clos'd 
The gates of Paradise — for ever clos'd ! 
Ah! little think they, who permit this asp 
To wind its subtle trains around their hearts, 
That they and the dread Lord of earth and Heav'n— 
God (who himself is love), are then at war — 
Their deed rebellion in its direst form | 
w Ohl can the envious think, that e'er to them 
The gates of Heav'n, with shouts angelic op'd, 
Its splendours shall unfold, and shew the choirs 
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A MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION. 


(Rank within rank amid their glittering tents) 
Of love-taught angels, ready to embrace, 

O Lamb of God, thy amiable disciples, 
Train'd for their converse by thy law and life ! 


So wouldst thou, Tottie, oft with heav'nly voice, 
Befitting well thy soul, my youth inspire, 
And teach me where to point its one true aim. 
From thee I learn'd, at least I might have learn'd, 
Mindful of death, of earth's precarious scenes, 
Its countless, warring humours and designs, 
T' enrich my spirit with the brightest view, 
Which hoary Time unfolds, of human worth ; 
And thus against one age's follies arm'd, 
To snatch from all, with eagle-grasp, the laws, 
'The pow'rs, the virtues, which ennoble man 
To blend soft charities with worth sublime, 
Watch Duty's eye, and with habitual ease 
To follow freely still her varying charge, 
Loose from the times, and yet their zealous friend 
'Fo bend with fashions for the public good, 
Not stoop beneath them meanly for my own, 
But to resist them with lieroic zeal, 
When they the time's distemp'rature become; 
To heed suspicion, scorn, ingratitude, 
And all th' assailance of low- minded man, 
But as the whiff that whirls away the chaff, 
Vet cannot shake the well-ribb'd vessel, Truth. 
Thou bad'st me plan my drama's acts entire, 
And so conduct them with simplicity, 
That when the fable closes, men may say, 
The variations led to one great end; 
That end was virtuous habit, public good — 
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Thine old associate, still attending, grac'd 
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That end was Heav'n ; and thou didst point the port, 
Where I beheld thee entering with full sails, 

Thy vessel firm, its every movement grace, 

And, from the sundry realms of knowledge, fraught 
With all the stores that Duty bade thee seek, 

With all the pow'rs of genius for the search. 


Thee Faith, and holy Hope, and meek Content, 


Convivial Neatness, Courtesy, and Joy, 
Astræa's daughter, wise Economy, 
With Charity that often smiles in tears, 
And Independence born of Fortitude, 
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The sun- bright evening of thy letter'd life. 3 
Thine was ingenuous learning —skill' d thy mind |. 
In holy things, nor less unseen in life 2 
Than books, through ages fam'd for sacred lore, | 


Such as no after times must hope to see, 
Unless the soul new-wind its nerves relax'd, 
New-wake its lukewarm Spirit, and arise 
With other ardours than this age denote ; 
Rise as thy soul did on the vantage-ground | 
Of Candour, and, enrich'd with later lights, 
Rejoice with keen and comprehensive eye 


(The citizen of universal truth), 


To traverse all the realms of ancient thought, 


Thy own original spirit sent its force, 


Flowing along this many cavern'd mine, 
And thence came shining forth a golden stream. 


Hence was thy massy sense, bright burnish'd speech, 
Life truly pictur'd, time: tried sentences, 

And maxims, wrought with ease by serious mind, 
When men gave Heav'n what now they give the world, 
Their wit, their toil, their learning, and their hearts. 


48 A MISCELLANEOUS MEDITATION: 


Great is his guerdon, who, like 8 can yield 
Untir'd attention to the page profound 
Of saint-like Hooker, where at once combin'd 
Sententious wisdom, order's bright display, 
Relentless toil of reas'ning, temper'd grace, 
Majestic period, diction nobly pure, 
And Candour, quelling controversial rage — 
Who flies indignant from the flippant page 
To manly Barrow's, following his vast soul 
WW. O'er all the regions of the moral theme, 
=_ | Mid judgment's labour marking rhet'ric's grace, 
l And gathering Fancy's flow'rs mid Truth's detail 
\ | To Taylor's* all-accomplish'd spirit, strong 
l | To reason, paint, invent—a poet's flame, 
Y A saint's, a seraph's—under check of Truth, 
The most creative energy of mind. 
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Such oft were thy companions, thy delight, 
To whom my fond thoughts mournful tribute meant, 
But find no cause to mourn ; for thus employ'd 
Thane age mature stole gemtly to that home 
Where all are hast' ning thus employ'd, thy soul 
Insensibly to Christian peace inclin'd, 
And cal. n and patient chose the quiet path 
That leads through easy joys to nieek Content. 
Though on thy mortal part the grave hath clos'd, 
Still shall thy fame survive so great thy gift 
Of eloquence, that e'en this careless age, 
Scornful of high and holiest faculties, 
Shall wait thy name rever'd to nobler times. 
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2 ů—— . —— —— —C—n...— 
. Farewel, thou only not the last remains | | 
Of that blest band, that holy company, 


Who to high station sought no other way 

Than by those faculties, that prime desert, 

On which alone Religion leans, and lasts. 
Farewel once more—and till the close of time, 
Till the last trumpet calls thy corp'ral dust 

Into a glorious form to grace thy soul, 

May there thy honour'd relicks rest in peace 
Beneath that hallow'd roof, where once I heard 
Thee, with such tones mellifluous, raptur'd air, 
Divine display of learning, reason, faith, 

Unfold the glories of eternal life. 

There may they rest in peace, where rests the clay 
Which once enclos'd a Berkeley's mind, and held 
The seraph soul of Smalridge from its home. 

Nor ever, through the tossing tide of Time, 


May names like these be wanting to adorn 


The fam'd abode of Arts by Wolsey rais'd— 

That, till this globe of earth shall melt away, 
Britannia may proclaim, with grateful heart, 

„Here (where the cloister'd musings of my Locke 

« Lit the first sparkles of the blaze, which shew'd 

« Th astonish'd mind of man its pow'rs and rights), 


| « Still temper'd Wisdom civil Truth shall guard, 
« And watch the barriers of primeval Faith.” 
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ON THE 


RESPECTIVE USE 
or 


READING AND CONVERSATION. 


_— | ——— 


Reading makes a full man, conference a ready man. 
Whrar if a few, by reading not refin'd, 
4 Excel from native energy of mind, 
. Let not the rare example those mislead 
15 That aim at wisdom, yet refuse to read, 
. That Wisdom's summit hope in vain to reach 
oy By slight discourse and desultory speech. 
1 For where, ah! where in gen'ral may be found 
Ws Discourse establish'd on opinions sound, 
1 By graceful elocution form'd to charm, 
'z Improve the reason, and the passions warm, 
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With Fancy's graces feast the mental sight, 
And Truth exhibit in her purest light ? 


on 29 9s 29g 


LIES 


What tho? discourse, if Bacon we believe, 
May to the learn'd the ready converse give, 
Yet little profit from that converse flows, 
But what to reading's treasur'd stores it owes ; 
Tho? fools applaud, and booby school-boys stare, 
"Tis but a bubble shines, and bursts in air. 


USE or READING AND CONVERSATION. Fi 
— ———— k nr nrnnn———__ 
Grant that the mind shews graceful by discourse, 

An easier speed displays, a warmer force, 

Yet he who self- sufficient scorns to read, 

But blazons Folly by her force and speed. 

Let Folly silent lurk behind her shield, 

Not boldly vaunt it in the listed field; 

The lion's skin but mocks the braying ass . 
Tho' well-hid weakness may for vigour pass. 


« Bless' me,“ says Sporus, silk-bedizen'd beau, 
His speech all tattle, and his life all show, 
„What fools are they on musty books who pore, 
„Where formal Dulness heaps her chaffy store 
« From life's gay circles more is to be known, 

« Than from the lectures of collegiate drone : 
There we receive the coin that we repay, 

« Brighten'd by use, and fearless of the day ; 

« But college maxims must be made more bright, 

« Before you dare produce em into light— : 

For ere the pedant's rust can disappear, | 

« Faith ! one must have the rub of many a year.” 


True, Sporus, books alone will not suffice 
To make the mind of man completely wise, 
Since the mere book-worm is in life unseen, 
Nor less in conduct weak than rude in mien; 
Infer you then, pert thing, the coxcomb riglit, 
Who snarls at learning with a puppy's spite, 
And, puppy-like, if coat uncouth displease 
This brainless worshipper of surfaces, 
Tho? he has spite to wound, has scarcely pow'r to wks 
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2 USE OF READING AND CONVERSATION. | 
Ye gen'rous few, that would be greatly wise, 
To seek in life's career the noblest prize, | 
On books bestow the lonely hour serene, 


Awhile frequenting that Aonian scene | 
Where Wisdom, blooming in her vernal days, } 
So fir'd her sons to snatch the meed of praise, 

That still their golden crowns in Glory's temple blaze. \ 


"Tis your's to feel old Homer's epic rage, 
And pierce the golden mine of Plato's page ; 
*Tis your's on History's wing to soar sublime, 
As far as Truth can roam the wilds of Time, 
And from this range of hoar experience draw 
The lights of conduct and its purest law ; 
Whence taught how men, how empires melt away, 
You rise admonish'd by the dread survey, 
That Virtue strongest stands, and tow'rs above decay. 
You let the free-born orators inspire, 
Whose words still breathe unperishable fire, 
Tho' now that action we behold no more, 
Nor hear the thund'rous elocution roar, 
Which so presented Truth as shew'd mankind 
Art's utmost power with zeal heroic join'd. 


Who visit most that old Aonian spring, 
The warmest nurture thence to genius bring, 
School'd by the wisest of the human race, 
When sense was rhet'ric,* cultur'd+ nature grace; 
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® Before the schools of oratory were ſounded, — 


+ When the ideas of invention bore some relation to truth, and the 
verbal garb of those ideas had a beautiful simplicity, and was sub- 
ordinated to them, | 
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When Reason plodding on her moonlight way, 
Of God ask'd humbly for that heavenly ray, 
nn burst abroad at last, and shew'd the golden _ 


And now produce your genius into view, 
The old exchang'd for present scenes and new ; 
Book-taught at length, by views of life grow wise, 
And let INE seek, with searching eyes, 
What in the mem'ry's cell well-order'd lies. 
On life bestow a censure calm, yet keen, 
Catch profit from the new, the living scene, 
For on the new who comments from the old, 
Shall turn whate'er he touches into gold. 
Give and receive to perfect all your plan, 
And mingle in the mazy marts of man; 
Ply the best commerce of the human kind— 
Wisdom the ware, that jewel of the mind. 
Dispute but with the wise, select, and few, 


Then truth requir'd comes easiest into view, 


And converse shortly gives with sweet delight, 
What ponder'd volumes slowly bring to sight. 


„ These are the studies wherein our noble and our gentle youth 


** ought to bestow their time in a disciplinary way from twelve to one- 
** and-twenty ; unless they rely more upon their ancestors dead, than 
_ ** upon themselves living. In which methodical course it is 80 supposed 


i 


they must proceed by the steady pace of learning onward, as at con- 
venient times, for memory's sake, to retire back into the middle 
ward, and sometimes into the rear, of what they have been taught, 
until they have confirmed and solidly united the whole body of their 
perzonal knowledge, like the last embatteling of a Roman legion.“ 
Milton's proze works, folio, vol. 2. p. 849 
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But whilst conversing you from others learn, 


Your praCtis'd wit shall brighten in return: 
The wise conversing mutually inspire 

Energic meet, and strike out fire for fire; 

And still receiving all the while it gives, 

Its perfect culture now the head receives, 
Whilst interchanging charities impart 

The purest polish to th* ingenuous heart. 
By converse thus severely train'd and try'd, 
Cames Wisdom forth, the Graces at her side, 
Wears the true form which digniſies her reign, 
And marches, rob'd in light, the guide of Virtue's train. 
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By this your ang law—to worship God, 
With well-ow'd rev'rence, by your country's mode, 
Studious of concord. After God, revere 
The men whose virtues likest God's appear: 
Examples thus the rule of life enforce, 
Proclaim its end, and animate its course. 
Your parents love, and, true to Nature's ties, 
Domestic bliss prefer to Glory's prize. 
From virtuous friendship dearest aid derive, 
Meek be your manners, humbly useful live; 
Scorn not sweet peace to glut a savage sense, 
Nor hazard fnendship for a slight offence ; 
Curb headlong wrath, the madness of the mind, 
Curb disputatious pride, and, wisely kind, 
Yield to the wordy storm, and bend beneath the wind. 
From habit only Virtue grows our own, 
Thence on her roll emblazon him alone 
Whose law is reason, whose accustom'd sway, . 
Sleep, Wrath, and Lust, and Gluttony obey. 


„Many years ago, at the desire of the amiable and virtuous Lucy 
Viscountess Valentia, who, long expecting death, expected it and died 
with all the faith, piety, and resignation of her excellent father, George 
Lord Lyttelton, | 
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Private or public, still to trespass fear, 
And ever most of all yourself revere, 
Conscious of God, the dread inspector near. 


Vour deeds, your words, your thoughts, let Justice rule, 


Nor for a moment slide into the fool. 

The smallest line of life from reason draw, 

For man is man, as reason is his law; 

And own, since death to all men is decreed, 
*Tis madness not to shun the careless deed. 

By Virtue wealth is found no sure reward— 
Swift to depart, nor claims a first regard. 
The good negleCting Heav'n has plac'd at hand, 
Aim not at what you never can command. 
Ambition's lot is impotent desire, 

Content a blessing all men can acquire; 5 

| Know then that he, whose hopes are moderate, gains 
The peace which flies Ambition's penal pains. 
Whate'er men say, or good or bad, be brave 
To shew the world you are not Rumour's slave ; 
Rather let vapours change the river's course, 
Than words the noble mind from duty force. 
Tis thinking turns to strength the mental food, 
And, but for action, small is precept's good: 
Vet would you safely move on every side, 
From sage instruction every light provide. 
Unenvious, yet with modest praise admire, 

Nor let the babbling fool wake Anger's fire. 

To guard your interest, urge an honest care, 
And of another's act and speech beware, 

From seeming friendship least he do you wrong, 
Instilling poison with a Syren's tongue. 

The way which only wisdom points, pursue, 
Assur'd that folly ne'er her work can do; 
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And, since 'tis foresight sows success for man, 


Let Reason ('tis her office) shape your plan. 


With caution step when Prudence bids you fear, 
But speed with spirit when her path is clear; 


Pause where you're ignorant - what you wish to know, 


To learn delay not hence your life shall flow 
On Fortune's tide, and give your coming days 
The truest pleasure and the purest praise. 
Your mind and body must accord as friends, 
Or hope not Wisdom can secure her ends; 
For when the body droops beneath disease, 
The social spirit cannot act with ease. 

The path to mental peace is clear'd by toil, 
And Temp'rance beautifies e'en Virtue's smile. 
Clean, not luxurious, be your due repast, 
And, scorning meanness, shun dishonest waste. 


Impurity's debasement fly, nor deign 


Sickly to sink in Delicacy's train. 

Fearful of Envy, prudently forbear 

From ought that pains by Ostentation's glare. 
Cherish the small, sweet streams which only flow 
From modest aims—nor sweeter hope to know. 
Regard the coming evils in their course, 


And check your bearing with becoming force; 


What smiles at present often ends in tears, 

But Fortune crowns the man that wisely fears. 
Ere Morpheus wave his wand about your eyes, 
The various actions of the day revise, 
Omitted duties, sins committed see, 

In what your actions with your rules agree 
Examine well, and, if your conscious heart 
Declare that Virtue has forborne her part, 
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Be griev'd—rejoicing, should the just review 

Pronounce your conduct to your duty true. 

Oh ! by that Being, who to man has given 

To taste th* immortalizing fount of Heay'n, 

Be this due task assign'd your closing day ; 

A sacred practice, and shall smooth your way 

To Glory's temple, to the secret shrine 

Where Virtue's self presents her form divine. 

But ere you hope man's happiest state to share, 

| Advancing, ask celestial aid by prayer; 

Hence on your spirit shall the light descend 

Of moral truth, and taught your being's end, 

You, by vain hopes no longer led astray, 

Shall cheerly tread your heav'n- appointed way. 
Then shall you mark, and, marking, blush for man, 

Who, form'd for foresight, lives without a plan, 

Humour's poor slave, the prey to discontent, 

Or gull'd by joys which finally torment. 

Ah ! senseless race, scarce wishing to be wise, 

Who rue the want of what you still despise, 

Who worship for your God the demon Pride, 

The contests act that man from man divide 

Benighted wand'rers to your perils run, 

And weep the mis'ries you have pow'r to shun. 
But you, whom Wisdom has inform'd aright, 

Proceed, exulting in your godlike might ; 

You ne'er shall feel the sorrows which attend 
"The wretch whose vices are his rule and end ; 
And when your beauteous toils in death shall cease, 
Your spirit pure shall wing away with ease, 
Escap'd its prison, to the realms above, | 
Where Wisdom joys eternally with Love. 
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AN 
TIRONICAL ABUSE 
OF 
POETRY. 


Spoken at a public school-exhibition, in the character of Orp PLun, 


of Cheapside. 
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[Holding a news- paper in his hand) 


| Las me see, - fot me see—what is here advertis'd — 


More poetical trach—and is such reading priz'd ? | 
Whose are these? oh! some poems, at Rg school spoken, 
Of the Rev. G. B. and his head should be broken | 
For a fool's, who writes verse, since he certainly knows | 
That his line's all awry when it wriggles from prose 
And the great ones, from whom all preferments proceed, 
Look at nothing but what whilst they run they can read. 


Twas when Time was a greenhorn, and docile as young, 
That the booby was brib'd into sense with a song; 
But, since modern life's a great counting-house grown, 
Men, at length unbemus'd, can take care of their own, 
And, releas'd from your fanciful preachers in verse, 
Duly scorn e'ery jingle but that of the purse. 
Besides, where's the merit? e'en I could find rhyme, 
And, if I may guess from the bards of the time, 
The metre is not such a difficult thing, 
But the bard. who can gay, may be soon brought to sing; 

12 


In _ 
SIRE I na - 
EI 78 2 * 2 8 


7 


4 


*F 
1 g 


| 

if 

= &$ 

= 

.. 

7Y 
» 7? 


F 
; 
f 
2 
: 
1 


. 
„ 


— 


bo Ax IRONICAL ABUSE OF POETRY- 


—— — — —— —5—5ðͥ — — —— — — — — — — — 


Unoriginal thought, so the subject TOP 

That, unty'd from the verse, away Pegasus flies. 

Yet, I've heard that of old, were the verse rent away, 
Still the nag of Apollo would oftentimes stay. 

Thus by metre and rhyme, rather injur'd than aided, 


A poem is nothing but prose masqueraded; 


Tis the jig of a fool, when a wise man would walk ; 
"Tis a puppy that chatters, when prudent men tall; 
Tis an art soon acquir'd, and esteem'd a fine trick, 
Making oft the nice nymph sensibility-sick, 

Who, elate with disease, loves to read or to write 


What's by any miss felt any soon can endite. 


But if one or two bards now a- days have the force 
To whirl us along on their fancy- flogg'd course, 


And, escap'd from their bedlam, a Seward and Barbauld, 


A Cowper, a Hayley, and Mason have far haul'd 
From his reason the dolt in their yortices caught, 


And shatter'd his brains in their frisk of fine thought 
Worse and worse — for, I vow, tis a madman that flies 
Mother Earth for the domes which are built in the skies. 
But the wise have the Critic's strait waistcoat appointed, 
To re- settle the soul which the Muse has disjointed. | 
And, ye peers of Great-Britain, your wisdom I praise, 
That no longer ye wear in your bosoms the bays, 


But despise a poor gift which is not worth a straw, 


And the song-simple times when the poets gave law, 
When an Addison wound his smooth way into place, 


And a Chancellor“ smack'd of poetical grace. 


Lord Somers. 
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Ware, Thurlow,“ ware, Thurlow, for Rumour hath said, 
That you have a touch of this stum in your head; 

Tis a spot in the sun, drive it out then from thence, 

Lest your country should rue the eclipse of your sense. 


Then a fig for your poets, and poetry too, 
*Tis a strut, and a crow, and a mere doodle doo 


Yet it seems that some ask, can the matter be worse 
For the diction, and cadence, and graces of, verse? 
But at this rate e'en rhet'ric itself is defended, 
As a cooking of words by which wisdom is mended ; 
And a Mason's mild hash, and a Gray's lump of spice 


Gramercy's as wholesome as Cocker and Price. 


Pshaw ! the roast beef of truth is the viand for me, 
And my palate recoils from the bard's fricassee. 


Oh! the fools, those old Spartans, when down in the dumps, 


Whom the clang of Tyrtæus refix'd on their stumps, 


Which had ne'er been, had not the strange statutes of Sparta 


Plac'd in Poverty's self her supreme magna charta, 


| Whence the belly of Reason, depriv'd of its fare, 


Grew bloated and big with the stuffage of air. 


| [Reads the news-paper again] 
Let me see—what is this? oh! the Laureat is dead 
Bays without and within his nonsensical head ; 
And with him it were well to let poetry die, 


Nor our stomachs still fire with a pepper-strong Pye. f 


bl 


These lines have been inserted since the resignation of one who ought 
to be remembered as a distinguished patron of literary merit. 


+ The new Laureat. 
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No—the pay of the Laureat,, one hundred per ann. 

Is, I vow, just the sum, say ye six-pence per man, 
Which the guardians of State should apportion to those 
Who, by squeakings in verse, prove the merit of prose. 
Would you think that e'en I—ha ! ha ! ha ! that een I— 
Oh ! the thought on't—PT'll tell you the whole by and by— 
Full as soon as I—can—laughter-struck—undertake 

To relate what a fool of me Warton could make ! 
Now I'm grave as a judge, and produce niy report 
To a jury, whose worth would adorn any court, 

Well assured that your wisdom and justice will find 
Warton's guilt, and that guilt an assault on my mind. 
Let me think when it was—oh ! I now well remember, 
On a rainy day once, in the month of November, 

J perforce, for the want of a rational book, 

Deign'd to glance on the Laureat's vagaries a look; 

As I open'd, hap-hazard, the page where his verse, 
With a criminal charm, is contriv'd to rehearse 

E'en a suicide's worth, I am tempted to think, 

"That I grew so beguil'd as to stand on the brink 

To mar number one, for I caught up the knife— 
When the last stanza read was the thing sav'd my lite. 
Well, I then read his poem, descriptive of Spring, 
Which so bright into view seem'd its beauties to bring, 
That my cockneyship soon grew a past'ral zany, 

And Wisdom outflew from my crack'd pericrany. 

What a mercy 'twas, when she thus skipp'd from my brain 
(Such a trick she play'd Jove), that she skipp'd in again 
Well, I still must read on, and he took me to view, 

For his language was piclure, and that picture true: 

Let me think—'twas a monast'ry ruin'd by Time, 

And he mingled such thoughts of devotion sublime, 
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And my ban 50 bewitch'd with his musical airs, | 
That I pops me down plump, and for once said my pray'rs. 
Why surely the man's a magician, I cry'd, 

For a friar I'm grown, once a cit in 983 

Though a minute ago I was dandling my crook, 

Snift'd the breeze of the down, or lay stretch'd by the brook. 
Then a fig for your poets and poetry too, 

'Tis a strut, and a crow, and a mere doodle doo 


But I've not told you all, which a pity had been, 
How this wizard, methought, metamorphos'd my mien. 
If ye duly survey both my air and my dress, 
Common sense ye will instant the Goddess confess, 
That with reason to lackey Old Plum taking pride, 
| Launch'd him forth with a smirk to give law to Cheapside. 
Mark my shoes, oh! how bright! mark my coat, oh! how plain! 
Whilst the twitch of my face hints my passion for gain 
Surely then ye must own me so smirking, so neat, 
And so far from sublime, as to count it a treat, 
When inform'd that this bard, with his magical wit, 
To a hero one minute converted the cit. | 
But the ditty perus'd, where, in tune of old days, 
The poet the great Cœur de Leon displays, 
Cross the Alps in a trice, from Old England I flew, 
And the Holy-Land, meteor- like, rose into view— 
Though I saw it, I fear'd not fierce Saladin's air, | 
For my heart was all English, and Richard reign'd there, 
Then the monk's shabby cowl flying fast from my head, 
Lo! the plume-shaking casque glitter'd there in its stead, 
And I stamp'd, and the Panim half kill'd with my look, 
And away went the spear that was lately the crook, 
Then a chair haply lying athwart in my way, 
Down I fell, gain'd my wits, nor again am a prey 
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To the madmen, whose chanting on times now no more, 
Fills with spectres the mine where we dig for the ore, 
Or, by raising the sprites of the worth which is fled, 
Makes us hate living folk from the view of the dead. 
*Tis now common sense, common rights, common strife, 
And a new n the bus' ness of life; 
Money, money's the mark at which ev ry one flies, 
And the art to grow rich the sole art of the wise. 
Then a fig for poor poets, and poetry too, 
*Tis a strut, and a crow, and a mere doodle doo 


— 
— 


EPILOGUE 
— — 


TO 


THE AULULARIA OF PLAUTUS, 
_. | ACTED AT A PUBLIC SCHOOL. 


- — 
Spoken in the character of the rich old citizen, Pruu. 


AxD so, ye Attic polish'd people here 

Are come to triumph o'er the Miser's tear, 

And laugh as loud his mis'ries to behold, 

As if you scorn'd the tickling touch of gold. 

The Bard is still the Miser's vaunting foe ; 

But when J rais'd my cane, I laid him low : 

For lately here, to curb their Muse-mad school, 

I Plum appear'd, to prove the Bard a fool. 

A Fox to libel such a grape as sour, 

And curse the vintage never in his pow'r! 

I brush'd the laurels from Apollo's shrine, 

Made Pindus bow, and flogg'd the silly Nine, 

'Spite of the flutt'rings of the little Loves, 

And all the cooings of the Cyprian doves. 

These pidgeon-poets, Harpies call us seers, 

Who love our palms to tickle, not our ears— 
K 
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And better cherish bags that stay at home, 
Than vapour-gender'd sounds that go and come. 


Hark ! at my whistle, instant on my hand, 
In lieu of dove, behold a harpy stand; 
I whisper in its ear away it flies— 
And plumps where'er its pointed quarry lies : 
What ! on the House of Lords, St. Stephen's fane ? 
Why, sirs, a lady holds resistance vain. 
My harpy 'twas, not Cytherea's dove, 
Made pouting Danae lisp assent to Jove. 
Its speed is light'ning, and its eye a sight 
That thro? yon wall could pierce with magic might; 


Nay, pierce a mountain's mass, and bring its gems to light. 


What tho? the farcing Plautus has a way 
To make one, at th” expence of Lucre, gay; 
And Euclio's truly pictur'd mis'ry prov'd 
We sons of Plutus can be sometimes moy'd— 
Yet well the purseless scribbler kept from view 
How little we are mov'd, like you, or you—. 
A Pitt or Fox but rant in our conceit, 
Nor boast the Nine in chorus, song so sweet, 
As his cockneyan ꝛwoice, vhose summ'd account 
Proves t/zs year's gain above the last's amount. 
This is our music, and we ask no lyre, 
Save to receive in pawn its golden wire. 
Gold is our god, and nought beside we prize, 
But, mounting Lombard-street, far higher rise 
In thought, design, and pow'r, than if we deign'd 
Vault on the winged Pegasus unrein'd ; 
And, arm'd with school-boy's length of spur, were hurl'd, 
Mad on the madded steed, o'er all the world! 


it. 
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Ye kick at poverty, though arm'd with wit, 


But deign, high born, to wed-with wealthy cit. g 
Nobility's and Priesthood's tyrant way | 
Perish, eclips'd by money's brighter ray ; i 
A genial warmth that renders dotage strong, F 

And tips with eloquence the stutt'rer's tongue, | 
Can all the worth of Wilherforce control, N 
And clench the chain that eats a Negro's soul. | 
Then, antiquated Plautus, could'st thou see q 
All Europe bend at Plutus' shrine the knee, 5 
Thoud'st think that we had found the speediest way 1 
O'er earth, o'er Virtue's self, to spread our way; 31 
And that thy AUuLULARIA, penn'd with wit, It 
Yields to the wisdom of the modern cit / i 
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BETWEEN N 
ADDISON AND HORACE, 


IN THE ELYSIAN SHADES, 


| — —— kE— —  —————————————— 


| OT 
Addison. Tux converse, Horace, in these hallow'd shades, 
Perfects Elysium, as on earth thy lyre 
Would often warble half my cares away. 
Enchanting Bard ! whose eye distinctly saw 
Truth, as thy Muse, without one hurrying step, 
Would trace all Helicon, its sunny lawns, 
Groves, and green dells, aerial cliffs, and streams. 
Thence could I rein (still studious of thy laws) 
The wild excesses of the Western bard, © 
And from the rude shell of our sea-beat shore 
Draw forth the silver-sounding airs, that prov'd 
My fond observance of thy charming Muse. 


. Hence hath the critic spar'd thy classic tolls, 
And every polish'd Briton at thy name | 
Tow'rs in his pride, and bids the Latins bow, 


A. Be thine the praise —for me thy precepts taught, 
Soft on my themes to shed the gracious hues, | 
And on my flow'rs the gentlest moonlight lay. 


DIALOGUE BETWEEN ADDISON AND HORACE. 69 
H. Say such a light as on the i alpops 
At earliest blush of dawn in cheerful Spring, 
When not a cloud athwart the cool air throws 
One glooming shade, and all the birds in song, 
Beneath the blue expanse of fragrant morn, 
Skim the clear air, and celebrate the May. 


A. How pleasing is Elysium! man meets man, 
Studious of mutual honour ; Kindness here 


Reigns, and Desert * beneath 1 8 


2 H. Yet own, my friend, that if thy genius pour d 
5 The verse that ever flows correctly sweet; 
des, If thine so blest a temper, that with Fg 


E'en in the train of Humour, Wisdom play'd, 

Whilst the light fingers of the Graces twin'd 

The flow'rs of Fancy for thy placid brow, 

And thee their second Socrates proclaim'd— *+ 

Still own, my candid friend, that Art in thee 

Would check that fire of genius, whose display 
Presents those nobler images of things, 

That yield the human gaze celestial sights, 

And feast the soul of man with that sublime 

On which the Gods might banquet on their thrones. 


A. Nine years, O Bard, review your works with care, 
Touch and retouch, on earth was your advice — 


. Wrung from my soul, when Folly's torrent roar'd 
Rough o'er my nerves, and jarr'd my trembling frame. 


A. Has Time then taught you to be less austere ? 
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H. Yes; and to rev'rence more the human pow'rs, 
Seen in more various lights; and thence I scorn 
The pride that rushes to the Critic's chair, 
To point the courses of the self-taught bard. 
His track 1s order'd, yet there are but few 
Born to discern what most are born to feel, 
And mark the means whose end is their delight. 
Then give the Poet way, and let him mount; 
Keen 1s his eye, precipitous his thought, 
And vast his view, and when he kens his prey, 
He bears upon it with the lightning's speed: 
* But drudging on, unseconded, unprais'd, 
Pinion'd and blinded by the Critic's laws 
(Envy's old fraud to hamper heav'n-born wit)— 
Mad, to be thus precluded all at once 
From all Invention's wonderful domain, 
He weeps his useless art—and well may weep 
An art that marks him with superior woe. 
If, like your British Gray, stung on by Pride, 
He smites a few fine numbers from his lyre, 
To prove his heav'n- born license, soon he throws 
That lyre away, and droops in pensive sloth. 


A. Words sweetlier wed with Truth, when Truth most 


warms, 
And in the gen'rous impulse numbers rise, 
Struck out by Nature, such as Art's slow touch, 
When pausing o'er the lyre (the Critic near, 
And guiding her chill'd fingers), never rais'd. 


H. Invention's children (and without invention 
What is the poet ?) flourish'd ere the birth - 

Of Critic, or, regardless of his frown, 

Rose on their wing, and reach'd their heay'nly height. 


| 'THh 
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Thus the strong plume of Homer gain'd the brow 
Of Glory's arduous steep, where now he stands 
Triumphant, and the still progressive shouts 
Of all the civilizing nations hears. 


A. Thence, in the misty eve of polish'd states, 
He marks how many bards force heavily up 
Their glimmerings from the cold earth, till anon, 
Spark after spark extinct in total night, 

Gone is the meteor, the mere pageant clos'd : 
Not so this orb of Glory, still he shines, 
Firm in his sphere and boundless in his sway, 
The blazing leader of the heav'nly lights. 


H. Too much I chain'd my genius to the car 

Of Art's slow-stepping pomp, and toil'd to hide 
The golden glories of a fire divine 

Within the Pedant's damp sepulchral gloom. 

Why want mine odes the dread Alczan fire, 

The tender Sapho's flame-created pathos ? 

But, oh ! how far beneath the solar walk 

That touches on the threshold of the Gods, 

Where Pindar's shaft so sang upon its way, 
That all the Nine deign'd listen, flew my reed! 


A. Just in mid air within poor Czsar's ken, 
Whom Virgil and yourself miscall'd a God, 
That ye might share his pleasurable bowers, 
And trill at ease Ambition's languid lay. 

Hence, my lov'd Virgil, thy melodious verse 
Enchants us less than Homer's softly sweet 
Warbled thy past'ral reed, yet sweeter far, 
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In all his rude unlabour'd minstrelsy, 
Sicilia's shepherd pour'd his Dorian airs. 


H. By such a flowing grace, Euripides, 
Thy fertile fancy, and thy tender soul 
Drew from the manly Greek so many tears, 


And feasted Wisdom with the finest woe. 


A. And why so many tears,* but that the bard 
Flow'd unobstructed through his meadowy way, 
Where Nature led his free meandring course ? 


H. It was the purest stream, and freely flow'd 
By Nature's favour, where her fairest scenes 
Shone in its mirror with augmented grace. 


A. Not thus; but still great Nature's docile son 
Wont Sophocles transcribe her dread dect ces, 
Wont oft the Sophoclean majesty 
Teach all-aspiring Athens to repress 
Man's daring spirit, by presenting man 
The child of woe and dire vicissitude. 


Nor deem I that the lofty ÆEschylus 


Could deign crouch down in penance at the feet 
Of lect'ring Art a learner. | 


H. | 1 what to learn 
His own dread pow'rs? If Art could teach what Art 


Excited by his many productions, which, in union with the 
numerous produQions of the individual great writers in all ages, testify 


the danger of being awed, by the fear of Critic, out of that course of- 


impassioned nature and $pirited invention, which conftitute the in- 
dispensable matter of the guperior poem, 
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Has never, never taught—the pow'rs tremendous ., 
By which invading Horror's drear domain 
He thence drew forth such forms as nearly shot 
Madness into the heart of them who dard 
The world in arms. 


* oh ! imitative Rome, 
O'er thee how Greece, o'er thee how Britain soars ! 
For, rising strong on Nature's forest-wing, : 
Our bird of Avon sprang aloof from earth, 

And, with the lark's aerial melody, 
Caroll'd at ease, and won the heart of man. 


H. Say rather, Briton, and exulting say, 
That on his Pegasus thy British hero 
Vaulted all fire, and more triumphant rode 
Than on Bucephalus the son of Philip, 
When, mounting first before his trembling sire, 
He rul'd the steed that would no master bear 
But the predestin'd conqu'ror of the world. 


A. Was it not art by which the godlike youth 
Rul'd the bold steed? | | 


=: if art, the „ art 
That checks awhile to 0 — Nature's fire, 
Nor damps it but to rouse the brighter blaze. 
but proscribe the tyranny of Art 
Allow not man's poor rivalry with Heav' — 
A pedant to direct a comet's force 
An owl to modulate a nightingale— 
Nor deem a school-boy's satchel holds the rules 
That point the paces off a Shakspere's soul. | 
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A, Yet we must own some spots had 'scap'd this sun 


Which never dimm'd the gorgeous lights of Greece, 


Had somewhat more of Art repress'd his fire. 


H. Oh! no, those ages could not thus offend— 
The very temper of those ages shed | 
Grace on the Muses ; all was Nature's reign, 
In that soft climate where she reigns with joy: 
New were her works to pict'ring Fancy, new 
The Bard melodious, thence the readiest ear 
Rapture bestow'd, and fed his pow'rs with praise ; 
Thence, underneath the widest wing of Fame, 
And canopied with ever-blooming bays, 
Th Aonian chariot richly gliding on, 
Triumphant bore the demi-god of verse, 
Homer, and from the judging Greek call'd forth 


"The thund'rous shout whose echo never dies. 


A. Homer (his rare inheritance a speech, 
In which th' Olympian senate might debate) 
Was in an age of simple manners born, 


Exe Art had twisted language from its course, 


And ere this Hydra from her hundred heads 
Had pour'd her poisons through the Jarring. schools: 


Pun had not then a royal sanction gain'd, 


Nor Bombast strutted in that Pedant's court, 
Where Fashion gave the gabbling many law, 
And shap'd a multitude of fools by one. 


A. When the hoar vapours o'er the desert hang 
(The Bard shall lend an image for himeelf), 


A lion cannot always from his mane 


Shake every dew-drop, yet he's still a lion. 
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Grant time and place beneath his vigorous blow 0 
Unduly crush'd, yet from his strong career, 

At Nature's cost, the very whirl bestows 
A richer feast on Fancy, and o'er realms 
And times he wafts us at his will; agaz'd, 
Reason wo'n't check him, so the jaunt delights, 
And such his nat'ral converse, such his skill 
To point and to explain the passing scenes; 
Tis Fancy's ramp no more, but all is truth, 
And the great Master smiles to see his power. 
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A. When Shakspere errs, can witlings err like him ? 


H. Gold is his refuse, diamond his dross, 
Weigh'd with their. finish'd follies, tinsell'd toys. 
Had Art repress'd him, had he nurs'd nine years 
The hale-born products of his fiery soul, 

Their fire had vanish'd. 


'£ wherefore vanish'd mine, 
But that the fear of censure check'd my muse, 
And chiding Judgment rock'd it into sleep? 
Oh ! had the fearless Shakspere thus been lull'd, 
Where had his fairies, elves, fine spirits been, 
His growling Calibans, his goblins damn'd, 
Soul-harrowing ghosts, and weird dames of Hell, 
His touches true that paint the times renown'd, 
The very colour of those caroll'd days 
When his lov'd Harry fought at Agincourt ? 

Had Lear so madden'd, and so wrung your hearts, 
When storms assail'd him, daughters worse than stormg. 
Tore him, and tenter'd all his heart-strings through 
(That “ old kind father whose frank heart gave all”), 

L 2 
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Who, mid the pelting of the midnight blast, 
When all the thund'ring Heav'ns were in a flame, 
No shelter found, no hovel for that head | 
Where once had blaz'd the diadem of kings? 
Could Art have taught this Lord of all your passions, 
This *witching Shakspere, so to murder sleep, 

To start at Shadows, clench at fancied daggers, 

As when he bar'd the pangs of guilt before you, 
Shiver'd your souls, and made you quake at murder? 


H. Such wisdom and such pathos Art ne'er taught. 
Life hackney'd, hoar Experience here may learn 
Maxims of conduct ; hence skill'd Courtesy 
Borrow new graces, and the choral bard, 

The charming Lyrist of accomplish'd Greece 
Might in this vasty forest gather flowers, 
And note such soft arrangements of delight, 
As his encourag d Fancy never own'd 

In all its precincts. 


A. | — gen'rous Roman |! tears 
Beam sacred beauty down thy throbbing checks. 


H. Could Art have open'd Falstaff's mine of wit, 
And o'er it such a blaze of Humour spread 
Have lent the keenness and the strength of mind 
To people so the mimic stage with life, 

And, in the hottest action of his host, 
Assign each actor's place, nor let him swerve 
(Such was his Cæsar's empire, Cæsar's eye) 


A jot from Duty's post and Nature's walk? 


4. No—had he toil'd to give bis fancies birth, 
Produc'd 'em palsied from a tedious nursing, 
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And brought down all his passions till they met 
The sympathies of cens'ring mechanism,“ 
The spleen of crampt cold-blooded pedantry— 


H. Perdition—what a loss had Time deplor'd 
Through all his ages— 


A. ns -— heart, 


That wond'rous labyrinth, had neꝰer been trac'd 
(This clue withheld), nor Wisdom thence acquir'd 
The richest boon which Genius ever yu 


H. The like neglected Genius gives no more, 
But mourns in solitudes his glory fallen. 

When Virgil liv'd the thund'ring Theatre 
Receiv'd him as it wont the God Augustus 

(I heard the roar, I seem e' en now to hear it), 
Old Tiber trembled through his vaulted shores, 
And Echo early caught his praise from Fame. 


A. But in a cold and hypercritic age, 
An age diseas'd by lucrative designs, 


—ũ— 

* This accommodation is idle; for if men of this descr*ption will 
blame because they cannot sympathize, they are as illiberal as the mere 
poet, who, for the same xo exzaso0Nn, would blame the deduRions of the 

metaphysician: the latter is not obliged to relish Milton, or the former 
Locke. — The characteristic excellencies of different lings are not to be 
sacrificed to this desire of universal sympathy; yet, the individual 

who can best sympathize with all forms of excellency, testifies the best 

heart and the best head. 
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By mean ambitions and by mean delights, 
Wit nods, and Folly's only rous'd by spleen; 
Then Learning's equal radiance, far diffus'd, 
Bids many wish to be what few are born. 


H. The fists of Dulness bruise the Muse's shell, 
Mechanics mount the Stagyrite's tribunal, 
And, sitting at her frame, the prating maid, 
Carps at a word, nor heeds the dulcet chime 
Which in Elysium charms our purged ears, 
Makes soft Prosèrpine's snowy bosom heave, 
And darts a thrill thro? Pluto's iron cheek. 


A. But, hark? th' Orphean lyre, and by the Bard 
Mzonides and Maro raptur'd stand! 


E. The Greek Tragedians hasten from the groves ! 
A. And Petrarch hurries from his laurel hower ! 

H. Lo! from yon temple Milton's march majestic | 
A. And W from yon cliff! he lifts his lyre ! 


H. See how the breezes back his ringlets blow, 
And play their sweet pranks with his glittering robe 


4 Mark Ariosto's desultory step— 


The tender Spencer pacing by his side ! 


H. Tasso comes forward from the vale of palms, 8 


And Dante rises from his gloomy glade ! 


Si 
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A. Ah! Pindar's self has seiz'd his golden lyre, 
Sinks all his soub into the sounding chords, 
And chants aloud, and Joins the Muse's son 


H. Oh! God of verse, 4 numbers might bring down 
Thee and the Nine from Heaven | 


A. O God of verse, 
Thine edict from the first assign'd the Bard 
An energy to fire the sons of men 
To highest worth, and give sublimest Truth 
The richest robing of persuasive speech, 
Where Music, Passion, and Invention spread 
Before the wond'ring earth their bright array, 
To lift us high above these jarring scenes, 
Within the view of that harmonious Grace 
Which fills, and forms, and beautifies the Heavens. 
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Yov blame, sage Matho, my presumptuous speech 
That made the Sabine“ his own laws unteach, 
And ask me whether Genius can alone 

F or want of Art and Industry atone ? 

Perversely question d; bnt tis man's to stray, 
Like you, for ever from the middle Way. 

*Tis Faction all, and each on Folly's tide, 

With party-colours, sails to some wrong Side. 
Can Hottentots write verse—from rumbling wain 
Can carters warble forth a Dryden's n 
Though into life their spirit sprang endow'd 
With all the fire that penn'd the peerless ode, 


That fire unfann'd by Culture, left to die 


Beneath the chilling fog of Penury ? | 
The rolling rivers, if their ride 1s clear, . 
The lucid mirrors of their banks appear, 


| 


, 1 
* The Sabine Horace, in the supposed dialogue between him and "_ 
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And, if the banks with Nature's riches glow, a 


Present a second paradise below. | 

The pause of Cowley oft produc'd conceit, 

But at an instant Dryden's noble heat 

Struck out the peerless ode :* his practis'd lyre, 


| Smote in the moment of heay'n-darted fire, 


Won for the Briton the bright lyric crown, 

Whose blaze eclips'd the raptur'd Greeks renown. 
What tho* the hero who presumes to climb 
Parnassus, needs an energy sublime 

(His aim demands it) —would you thence l 
I wish this master-soul, unletter'd, rude ? 


ee — — — 


This Ode, says Dr. Johnson, is allowed to stand without a rival. 
The poet Young directly challenges Antiquity to produce its equal, It 
zxeems indeed in ease and melody of unparalleled excellence, and emi- 
nently, as wel! as variously, powerful as an address to the passions. 
The design of it is exquisite; but I do not think with Dr. Johnson, that 
it exhibits the highest flight of Fancy, for it seems not that the design 
of the Ode admitted, or that the execution has unwisely exhibited the 
last outstretching of Imagination. For this we may seek with propriety, 
nor shall we seek in vain, in Gray's Odes. Dryden's Ode captivates a 
wider description of readers than that which admits and receives the 
highest flight of Fancy. This is not addressed to the many. From 
Dryden's habits of writing, and from his genius, this admirable poem 
might be considered as, not improbably, the production of one night, 


— according to the report of some. Its predominating excellences-—the 


manner in which its several parts melt into each other—theirdiversifying 
continuity, connected by simplicity of design, and their numbers 30 
Seemingly and so probably (in such a praditioner) dictated by changing 
passion, appear internal evidences that the work was the effort of one 
unbroken application, The few straws rolled along in the torrent, 
might have been picked out in an after and Cooler hour; but, it seems, 
this memorable work of genius was zubstantially intire without the 
mechanical revision. Perhaps instead of the reprobation (in toto) of the 
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Both art and toil in this emprise I claim, 

Yet laugh at both, if urg'd to quench the flame, 
Whose rapid movements, under their control, R 
O'er Glory's field the car of Genius roll. 

By thought awhile repress'd, we gather strength 
To send the sounding shaft its utmost length. 

By thought majestic Milton forc'd his fire 

To blaze more brightly, nigher Heav'n aspire. 
Waller's soft vein, and Prior's sportive ease, 
To Care applied for happiest pow'rs to please; 
But the proud Churchill, scornful of control, 
Refus'd to stay the sallies of his soul, 


iſrregular measure, the Critic should have recommended the most cautious 
use of it, A regular measure, methinks, would have impaired the pathos 


and harmony of Dryden's Ode, nor a jot mended, in my opinion, the 


Lycidas of Milton, But it seems now unadvisable even for the raptured 
Lyrist to clothe his ideas in a stanza of a new form, though regularity 
is observed; and for this reason, because, if the measure is new io you, 


your attention is divided between the ideas and the measure, and you 


have two things to learn at once,---A reader, capable of relishing the 
higher forms of poetry, at the first reading pays an undivided attention 
to the poem (if it is of the noblest kind); and though he may feel the 
effe@ of the new and well-appropriated measure, he will scarcely glance 
at it in his mind till a second perusal, Perhaps, for I do not deliver 
(what I have not matured) an opinion, all that the Critic needed to haye 
observed, respecting the irregular measure, should have regarded the 
distances of the rhyme, leaving the rest to the discretion of the poet, 
It is not altogether improbable, that the laudable matter of an ode may 
sometimes be such as to demand the latitude of the irregular measure, 
and perhaps rhyme, a modern privilege, may as the most marking mode 
of termination, incompatible with the genius of the Greek and Latin 
languages, enable modern rapture, through the medium of 'an irregular 
measure, to unfold itself with more spirit and variety than have been 
exhibited by the poets of class Cal antiquity, | 
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And thence his scattering verse, rumbling and rude, 
Rush'd like a city's rain-roll'd stream of mud; 

It dash'd and splash'd, and rambled with a roar, 
Was heard a time, and now is heard no more. 

But all Virgilian, like the solar rays 

In some soft climate, Pope's illumin'd lays 

Shine ever-pleasing with a balmy light, 

To nurse the flow'rs that most allure the sight, 


o 


And feed the gen'rous fruits that most impart 
The feast of reason and the flow of heart.“ 


Tho”, that the Poet's born, is truly said, 
Yet most of his enchanting pow'rs are made. 
Virgil's progressive majesty, his grace 
Of choicest picture in the fitting place, 


And that last charm of num'rous song, whose power 


Could draw down Attic cheeks the tender shower: 
These (as Attention's best, bright efforts) bear 
On Nature's gold the sign of forming care. 


Art perfects order, thence to Homer gave 
The great designs by which his fabrics brave 
(Twin pyramids) the countless storms of Time, 
Fair in their simple majesty sublime; 


Their forms the noblest wisdom could contrive, 
Lo charm by beauty, and by strength to live. 


Strong to persuade, supremely wise to place 
Persuasion's strength on Truth's eternal base, 


In allus jon to the recorded effe& of Virgil's numbers on Horace, 
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Demosthenes (unquench'd his native flame), 


 Outlab'ring all who labour'd, toil'd for fame: 


His works, rich tissue, truth with passion twin'd, 
Present the fairest hue, first force of mind, 
To Time, whose hand to Emulation's eye 

Still lifts, but lifts in vain, the prodigy. 


Vet did he deign, as deign'd Isocrates, 


Toil down his fire, that he might smoothly hw ? 
He launch'd the light'ning, subtly strong to clear 
Down-drooping Athens from the damps of fear ; 


He shew'd the loiterers Marathon's proud plain, 


Forc'd 'em their fore-past glory to regain, 


And chang'd the chill of Fear for hery fierce Disdain. 


Let Judgment check or lasli where need requires, 
But not, as now, extinguish Nature's fires. 


What, Shall pedantic Art her models bring, 


And teach the prison'd parrot how to sing 

By methods, strong in which the would-be wit 

To such a test his puny toils can fit ? 

From Nature's pow'rs by human folly spoil'd, 

I fly for music to the woodlands wild. 

The Greek-read Crito blames the closing chime, 
Whilst others riot in the praise of rhyme, 

But, dress'd in measures which their school has made, 
The Poet's image struts in stiff brocade. 

Vet why are these to rhymeless verse such foes, 
Since *tis the pepper spicing of their prose, 

When gentle reader nods, to twinge his mental nose? 
But some soft poets, scorning such decrees, 

Would skip up Pindus, as they think, with ease; 
Their five feet sure, they fly the toil of rhyme, 


And yet the Greek simplicity sublime, 
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In Milton's undulating rhythmus seen, 

Escapes their knowledge, and their pow'rs, I ween. 
Heav'ns! but to see them waddling, grubbling on, * 

In vain, to touch the foot of Helicon ! 

How simple, and not one antithesis ! - 

The want of sense and sound they seldom miss 

Tis just such verse as every one can write; 

Drop after drop what musical delight ! | 
It drips from low-thatch'd eave cold rain in Winter's night. 

Critics, how num'rous in these learned days 

Fix in one focus, if you can, their rays : 

But if discordant—whence their light, their law ? 
Then *scap'd Wat Tyler, Carter, Millar, Straw, 

Fly from the motley mob, their discord known, 

Nor any King but Royal Genius own. 
| Your language learn by converse with the best, 

Nor in the Time's applause expect your test; 

Through every age your great fore-runners view, 

Cope with their force, their glorious aim pursue, 

And high o'er Earth's fast-fleeting gauds aspire, 

Rais'd in the Prophet's mounting car of fire. 

Be your's the grandeur of the noblest heart, 

The purest joys th” ingenuous Nine impart, 

Imagination's many-colour'd rays, 

That shed 'round Wisdom a celestial blaze, 


These are the moles, whose blank verse, adopted for a merely 
apparent convenience, calls forth the thundering proscription uttered 
against ALL blank verse by men (however great in other as great res pects) 
who yet want the poetical sense to distinguish the waddling of the mole 
from the flight cf the eagle— 


Sailing with supreme dominion 
Through the azure deep of air, 


t 1 
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With finer sensibility unite, c 

To set sweet Virtue in her sweetest light, 

Or, at the call of dread Occasion, shew 
Truth flashing forth, like lightning, on her foe. 
O then, ye minds, whose chrystal current bears 
Wisdom's best freightage down the lapse of years, 
Go, as a river's course majestic, go, 

The realms enriching where your waters flow : 
He, who alone rewards heroic toil, 

God, on your quiet greatness still shall smile, 
And Virtue in her fairest form express'd 

By you, shall plant her comforts in your breast. 
For tho” her temple may not shield the bays 

From Envy's blast, yet, cherish'd by her praise, 
E'en now ye mark their still increasing bloom, 
And grasp in hope their glories for your tomb. 
Hear, O ye gen'rous few, whose natal flame 

Is ney fann'd to win the Poet's fame, 

With rev'rence hear how Verulam's vast mind 
Divulg'd the Muse's function to mankind, 

And in a robe of radiant rhet ric dress d 

What frugal Aristotle half express'd : 

Since the material universe subsides 
Below immortal spirit Reason prides 

« To tow'r aloof from perishable things, 

« And to the worlds of Thought, on Fancy's wing 
« Uprising, bids the Poet Scenes create 

Of purer glory than the present state. 

« When real Hist'ry tells her tragic tale, 

We blush with shame, or turn with horror pale, 
« But scenes describ'd, where only Virtue thrives, 
« The drooping soul reviews them and revives. 
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« Then energiz'd for Heav'n, we feel the spring 
« Of Magnanimity's wide-spreading wing, 

« Deem the blest Bard prophetic of the time 
„When Virtue shall escape this gloomy clime, 
« And, hailing him the star that leads the way, 
Press on to meet the blaze of perfect day.” ® 


Has all philosophy then toil'd in vain 
To rescue Genius from the mimic strain, 
Who, seeing Nature thro? the mist of books, | 
Writes as he reads, nor pictures as he looks? . 
As if all Nature, whose presentments lie 
Wich more unfolded glories to tlie eye 
Than met primeval rapture, now no more 
Deserv'd the Bard's attention to explore, 
Nor press'd as nigh upon his perfect view, 
As when his wond'rous pictures Homer drew. 
What would you equal Homer? if you can; 
A Briton, think of Shakspere, but a man, 
No dupe to selfish pride, but duly taught 
That their whole race of richer mould is wrought 
Than men oft deem, exulting in your kind, 
Stretch o'er the times your amplest wing of mind, 
And, its whole force in Virtue's cause display'd, 
Of self-desertion only, be afraid. 
They, who repress you their coeval born, 
Are objects of your horror and your scorn. 
Men should to living worth that tribute bear, 
Which casting on the dead, they cast in air, 


The images of the philosopher are somewhat, but not materially, 
varied in this exposition of his conceptions, 
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While fost' ring present genius with their smile, 
They call new wonders from its gen'rous soil. 


Still nigher to your goal the more you strive, 
Desert not your great aim till Death arrive. 
Labour builds pyramids when zeal inspires, 

And fans a spark into ZEtnean fires, 

If the materials Nature has supplied, 

Nor you remit your pow”'rs till duly tried, 

Failing, you nobly fall—successful, rise 
Tognatch (bear witness Fame) the noblest prize ; 
| Witness his grave by Avon, where the knee 

| | Bends lowlier than to buried royalty, 

And ages, thence proclaim the Poet's pen 

The mightiest pow'r that sways the heart of men: 
*Tis Wisdom in her noblest form and aim,“ 

And shines an adamantine road to Fame; 

But there advancing Pride would strike you down, 
And Envy blast your laurel with her frown. 
Unpatronis'd, traduc'd, deserted, know, 

Should you survive the complicated blow, 

And with the Poet's majesty arise, 

To lift above the world's Jow seige your prize, 
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4 
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* Poetry, wanting f not the substance of Wisdom, enforces it with her 
superior and characteristic warmth; and as * the proper study of man- 
kind is man,“ -or Ethics, who will deny that this is the especial subject 
of poetry, or that any ideas, admissive of poetic exhibition, are the 
worse for being exhibited in this the first form of language? The true 
poet can descend to the lene genus orationis more easily than the prose- 
man can rise out of his line. Hence the invidious treatment of tho 
orator and poet, ' 
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Above its poor ambitions and desires, 
And *scape the miganthrope's malignant fixes, 
Victorious over evil by your good, 
And seemingly depress'd, but not subdued — 
God sees your victory, God rewards your toil, 
And all the softer Virtues round you smile 
About your board the loveliest Graces dance, 
The firfer harmonies your feast enhance; . 
There Sorrow's children balmy comfort find, 
And Friendship woos the friend of all mankind— 
Tis Honour's holiday from court and change, 
A-field with you, his warmest friend, to range; 
A wreath of roses decks your head of snow, 
And on your soul more genuine youth bestow 
Your Muse's thuusand infant gaieties, 
Her sprightly movement, and conversant ease, 
ler ample prospect, and her godlike aim, 
ler largesses to man, and spotless fame, 
(Be witness Cowper) than hath worldling known, 
With all the rubbish of the world his own. 


That thou cou'd'st, Gray, with numbers only thine, 
So chant the gracious glories of the Nine, 
Nor, only with my deedless will proclaim, 
But shine thyself a witness of the same, 
And then desert the station thou cou'd'st shew 
By pattern and by proof the first below, 
Because one counting house thy country grown, 
Denied due tribute to Apollo's throne, 

Excites amaze—for thus by Heav'n endow'd 
Thou wert a host to quell this unarm'd crowd, 
Strong to press forwards with heroic scorn; 

To shine a sun o'er ages yet unborn, 
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90 AN EPISTLE ro MArho. 5 
And, struggling through th' eclipse of these dark days, 
Lend the remains of Time thy healing blaze.* | 


This © music's charm can sooth the savage beast,“ 


Melt the hard iron in the miser's breast, 
To Care's rack'd eye expand a soothing scene, 


With Fancy's lightning-stroke free mist-bound Spleen, 


Lend Love and Friendship their superior charms, ' 
Strife disingenuous set in Honour's arms, : 

To sister Rhet'ric give more strength and grace, 
Truth-delving Reason's aching brow unbrace, 
Keep stretching Policy in Virtue's line, 


Brighter atchievements in each art inspire, 

Yet lend the raptur'd eye a lynx's fire, 

From man's poor, bounded, fleeting works to rise 
God's fairer works to see, and seeing prize, ; 
Whence holiest zeal with Fancy's pow'r combin' d, 
Forms future Fenelons to bless mankind. 

Let then the Poet, Virtue's champion, know, 
Nor, knowing, slight his sacred trust below : 


He chief shall shape aright man's heart, if still 
He wait observant on great Nature's will: 
Thence only God's originals divine 


Mark and depiQture, offering at his shrine 


Shall then the Poet, thus appointed, bend 
To Arts that less advance the noblest end ? 


And manners prompt which more than courts refine, | 


* 


The works stupendous wrought from that exhaustless mine. 


* Poor eyeless Milton aded more heroically. for the illumination of all age*- 
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Shall he, Invention's glowing seraph, bound 

His flight within the goaler-critic's round, 

Stoop from his sphere, and lowly sink his lay 

To win the mushroom honours of the day ? 

No—let his hopes eternal Fame embrace, 

If Genius sound his summons to the race, 

If Duty prompt that music to his lyre, = } | 
Which warms hoar-headed Time with Virtue's fire, 

Nor ill preludes on earth for Heay'n's triumphant choir. ( 


Boundless the real Bard's dominions spread, 
Till Genius deign'd by prescript to be led : 
Things in his view, and Truth's selectest walk 
Greatly to think he toil'd, and not to talk, 

And reasonably learn'd in human schools, 

His mirror turn'd around, nor crampt by rules, | 
But of the picture choicer than the frame, 

With fire and freedom took his gen'rous aim. 
He now is deem'd the bard who best can set 
Pictures of art in burnish'd epithet ; 

In days of yore the self- strong substantive 
Without much aid of epithet could thrive, 

Yet is so weak, or proud, at present grown 
(No wonder, since *tis Times decrepit son), 
That now he walks not—can he walk alone ? 
But what he cannot from himself obtain, 

He strives by borrow'd strength or state to gain: 
Seldom the simple epithets suffice 

For two together oft the tyrant ties, | 
Like liv'ried Inbbards lugging from behind 

Lord Lilly's chariot, or, they worse combin'd, 

| | N 2 
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Like dove and eagle, wolf and lamb unite - 
One all in fury, t'other all in fright ; 
Nor coupled thus for sake of sense, but sound, 

And thus the living with the dead are bound, 

Unlike what Homer's speech-compelling Muse 

Wedded, to meet his fresh-discover'd views, 

Or Shakspere, wanting what his age denied, 

Fast from his palette, copying Truth, supplicd. 


Thus Pegasus at length flagging in force, 
With swelt' ring pomp labours along his course: 
Plumes on his head, and many a jingling bell, 
His conscious want of inborn vigour tell, 
Whence strutting hobblingly, fine without grace, 
Slowly the incumbent beast slugs on with cart-horse pace. 
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Or rather let my indignation say, 
This gen'rous art thus hast'ning to decay 
(With images from modish vice combin'd), 
In what it deems the first of arts declin'd. 
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The Muse degen'rate, Pride's poor toils her care, 
Paints her hagg'd face, decks with false flow'rs false hair, 
Light lays the gauze to hover o'er her breast — 

By that thin cloud unshaded, and unpress'd, 
With strain'd strength tries to torture into grace 

Her lank sides with the steel's severe embrace, 
Let not to seem like rustic Chloe strong, 

Rais'd on a cobler's pep, tottereth along ; 

Then drap'ry-bloated, sweeping on her wav, 
Exults her pile of gew-gaws to display, 
Whooping with glee to see her fine self trail 
Behind her mincing step a peacock's pomp of tail. 
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AN EPISTLE TO MAT Ho. 


Studious alone of temporary praise, 
She traps the times a thousand wily ways, 
Becoming now a chronicler to those 


Whose feebler genius plods its way in prose, 


Or for the pedant decks in labour'd rhymes 

The gory ruffians of Barbaric times, | 

Or on some fruitless theme (a child-bed throe) 
Strains every nerve her screaming powers to shew: 
The critic nods, the ready people roar, 

Their master mark'd, and shout encore, encore! 
Now the poor pensioner of Faction's crew, 

She darts an arrow where a wreath is due, 

Yet so her satires oft exceed, that they 

Claim of her friends more punishment than pay: 
But thus performing an assassin's part, 


| She tempts the noble mind to scorn her art. 


She too, of old an heroine, deigns desire 

This age to prompt the movements of her lyre, 
Leaps from her lirics, and in see-saw lay 

Dilutes her diction, melts her farce away, 
Though haply fall'n upon the very time 

That asks the Poet's searching pow'r sublime, 
Diffusive Luxury's victim to reclaim, 

Warm his chill'd heart with Virtue's patriot flame, 
Display his one career, and point his only fame. 


Whate'er man writes, as man's must ever be 
Mark'd by the faults which Hypercritics see: 
Their microscopic eyes dilate the mite 
That 'scapes the censure of the Stagyrite. 


To some the burnish'd line of Mason glares, 


And Akenside a robe too Grecian wears; 
Thy odes, O Collins, flinisy fops despise, 
Nor know the pedants Pope himself to prize, 
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To mark him bounding on his beauteous course, 

Grace in his speed, and in his beauty force. 

The prettier sort, whom toilet- laws refine, 

Live o'er the compass of a single line, 

And dare, dread Dryden, blame thy number'd march divine. 

Reason's rough Champions, under Saturn born, 

The seraph flights of Milton's fancy scorn, 

And town-bred Critics, wanting sight and ear, 

Would blast harmonious Eden with a sneer. 


By cens'ring Zoilus a churl became, 


— = agg JET 13 * 2 
5 2 N 5 E ä W 


Admiring Virgil caught his master's flame; . 
N Who most admire are pleas'd, who censure most 
Hard- earn the Critic's fame at Pleasure's cost. 1 
; Grant that their vanity is gratify'd, 
*Tis but a bastard joy procur'd by pride, 
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For Pride a genuine joy can never gain, 
Accurs'd to dash her cup of bliss with pain. 


The man deserves, who nought but ill descries, 
That Milton's drop serene should dim his eyes. 
Hadst thou, great poet, thus abus'd thy sight, 

So well thou hadst not sang the loss of light, 
So well bemoan'd the beauties seen no more, 
Nor form'd an Eden from thy pict'ring store. 


Hence, Matho, learn that he who loves to praise, 
The means has found his own desert to raise; 
Pleas'd and improving by the candid part, 

He mends at once his genius and his heart, 
Lights Emulation's lamp, and pays the prize 
Which Honour owes the worthy and the wise. 
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Wispou, hence, and seek thy crony 
Religion grave, 
In some lone cave, 

With hermit Virtue, lantern-jaw'd and bony ; 
DODr seek some parsonage mean, 
Where yews and ghastly graves deform the scene, 

Where the tythe-pigs seldom squeak, 
But squalling brats molest the vicar meek, 
| Nor let him read, nor let him pray, 
Nor yet know Pleasure's holiday ; 
There, Wisdom, there with sober Sadness stay. 
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Hither, Goddess, blithe and boon, 
Whom on earth we title Fun, 
But the name in Heav'n you bear, 
Who can tell that is not there? 
Spread thy wing, and hither flee, 
Since I solely worship thee; 
Whom, as sing the seers of yore, 
Malice keen to laughter bore. 
Goddess, from thy jovial air, 
We thy jocund sire declare, 
Whilst thy mother's force is seen 
Doubhled in thy spirit keen. 
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g Haste then, Goddess, and to me 

Bring thy whole artillery ; 

g Squibs and crackers, salt and brandy, 

. Sheets for ghosts, and bludgeons handy. 
SY | | Down we batter shrove-tide cocks, 

17 Batter down the borough's blocks, 

q | Where besides the travel'd way, 

, Wont plebeian wights display, 

F Or Pomona's fruitage fair, 


Or the potter's shining wars. 
Hark! I hear the thund'rous fall 
Bolts out Goodman from the stall — 
Up the street and up the lane, 
Some to scold, but more to cane. TE 
| Bring turnips scoop'd and bladders blown, 
Bring the string and bring the stone— 
This for window, that for door, 
And a thousand trap-toys more, 
Precious load, for urchin play, 
On the lengthen'd holiday. 
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Oh, what bliss at dead of night ! 
Village-Thestylis to fright, 
From the market as she steals 
Homeward by the church, and feels 
All the fears her childhood brought 
From the tales her grandam taught : 
Candle, plac'd in bladder blown, 
Glares a skull upon the stone: 
Phrensied with the sight, she squalls, 
Hears a rustle, faints, and falls; 
Scours away the raptur'd boy, 
Claps his hands, and hoots for joy. 
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Flooding fount of my delight, 
Fount, O Fun, of all my might, 
When thy tide supplies my course, 
Countless wrecks proclaim its force : 
Thy puissance to restrain, 
Wisdom lifts an zgis vain ; 
Virtue's self beneath thy ray 
Throws her cloak of state away; 
Wit, that puny ape of thee, 
Dares not use thy armoury, 
Feebly flies his silver dart, 
Thine of steel divides the heart. 
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Bear me now from rustic sport 
To my Queen's majestic court, 
Where, in tow'r'd Augusta, she 
Shines with crown'd authority. 
There, mid pomp of tragic rage, 
Oft will I frequent the stage, | 
And will urge the damning groan 
When some novel buskin's on, 
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Or the $hrill-ton'd catcal use, ] 
Fatal to the strutting muse. i 
| o 
What would Hypercritics do | 
Were the beasts not quill'd by you ? a 
' Wanting your offensive jeer, . 
Tiny bodies they'd appear, bit 
Nor to battle would advance, 1 

Till you arm'd their ignorance. | 

| Virtue, genius, erudition, : | | 
Make unequal man's condition, | 
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„the King to mind his affairs, but in vain; he was a good chancellor, 
„only a little too rough; he was high, and was apt to re jet those who 
addressed themselves to him with too much contempt; he would, on 
certain occasions, disparage the pretensions of others not without 
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But that you your level lay 
To reduce their swelling sway, 
And all order to confusion 


Laughing, check their pomp's intrusion. 


Thus the comic wag with ease 
Tumbled down sage Socrates, 

And, with bellows arm'd and pokers, 
Rochester, the cream of jokers, 
Wich the fun of Buckingliam, 
Hyde's * o' erbearing flood could dam. 
Thus Voltaire's facetious flings, 
Conqu'ring nobles, priests, and kings, 
Shew that Truth's and Reason's sway 
Must the pow'r of Fun obey. 

But since I a smaller dow'r 

Boast of Fun's victorious pow'r, 


Let me all my compass fill, 


Eking weakness out by will. 


Sometimes, at the dawn of light, 


Let me zealous rise to write 
Tales tremendous, murders dire, 
Here a plague, and there a fire, 
Or, by tictions of my pen, 


Discord pour on peaceful men, 


” Bishop Burnet s2vs, ** That the Farl of Clarendon was the chief or 
only minister but with too magisterial a way: he was always pressing 


* much scorn, which created him many enemies.“ 
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And, in covert veil'd from view, 
Pierce the grave ones throꝰ and thro, 
Bodies form'd to rule the State 
Envy's countless children hate, 

All the many wanting power, | 
Or whom Faction's ferments sour 
Well then, since of human kind 
When great bodies are combin'd, 
Tho' the larger part be good, 

Some, or man's misunderstood, 


Must be, without question, nought— | 


On their crimes my satire wrought 

Soon shall, in the gen'ral view, 

Blast the many thro” the few. 

Then (oh! pow'r sublime of Fun !) 

When one man's a sovereign sun, 

Spher'd above the vulgar many, 

I must prove myself a zany, | 

Not to wind me through his heart 

Till I note the frailer part, 

Which, with utmost virtues join'd, 

But proclaims him of mankind. 

There Pl fasten with my fang, 

This with blow repeated bang, 

In and out, in every light, 

Turn it to the public sight, 

So that from this flimsy test, 

Not of reason, but of jest, 

He must godlike be indeed, 

Should my frolic not succeed, 

Should my worth-beleaguering fun 

Fail to blast this royal sun, 
0 2 
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Till despite of amplest blaze, 
Seeming stripp'd of all his rays, 
Thro' my blacken'd glass, on high 
Men a dingy orb descry. 

Mark yon canvas— on it see 
Pathos, thought, and imag'ry, 
Titian's tint, and Guido's grace, 
Tree of Claude, and Raphaebs face; 
Genius stamp'd it, Art has crown'd, 
All is full, and fair, and round— 
Yet, as sure as I can sneer, 

Mark I soon some blemish there— 
All that's rare 1s overdone, 

And affected, whispers Fun; 

Envy stares with goggling eyes, 
And the /avish labour spies, 

Rises strong, and aids the blow, 
Which I lastly shall bestow, 
Mindful of my wonted plan ; 

Since the painter is but man, 

Bard or painter, that or this, 
Something still remains amiss, 
Where apply'd, my Satire's flame 
Shrivels up that meed of fame, 
Which the tow'ring artist's view 
Deem'd from coming time his due. 


But to imps of younger sort 
When I yield my keener sport, 
Then will I repair my race 
In some water-drinking place. 
Quoth old Virtue, but we know, 
Virtue ever was my foe, 
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Wisdom cries, that pedant prig, 

Or by some yclept a gig 

« Where life's lenients should abound, 
& Fun the worst disease is found.“ 
Bear me then to Bladud's town, 


There I'll build me new renown, 


There, my Goddess, let me throw 
Darts at Millar's laureat show : 
What though Anstey should be there, 
Arm'd by thee I need not fear— 

Fear his humour, taste refin'd, 

Or his wit with truth combin'd. 


. Virtue, Learning, Wit, and Taste, 


Banish'd, thence with Anstey haste, 
Fun, my Goddess, bids you flee 
Folly, Bath, and her, and me. 


And now, Goddess, what remains 


Meed of all my loyal pains ? 


Thro' thy warfare am I sure 
Thou thy champion wilt secure 


From Resentment's fatal blow, 


Want, and Pain's extremest woe 
That I may in hope behold 

Life in gather'd honours old, 

Wanting strength, yet bless'd with . 
And departing by degrees? 

Wilt thou then the pillow lend 

Of the lov'd consoling friend, 

At th' approach of Death's deep night 
Rallying 'round me, visions bright, 
Forepast actions good and kind 

Shall I view, and sooth my mind, 
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View, like Loveday,* roses glow 
Mid my honour'd age's snow, 
Ere arriv'd at Life's last beach, 

Hope with him my port to reach, 
Shew with him, ere hoary Age 

Bend on me his utmost rage, 
In my cot, all safe and calm, 
Friendship's warmth, and Virtue's balm, 
Whilst without my well-carn'd praise 
Decks my roof with sun-bright rays — 
Shall I then, with him, perceive 
Finer forms in Life's last eve, 
Than in Life's tumultuous noon 
Glar'd beneath its blazing Sun— 
Heav'n in prospect, and a tomb 
Grac'd with wreaths that ever bloom, 
Tears of fond remembrance shed 
Less to mourn than praise the dead, 
And a lasting meed to grace 

Conquest in the noblest race? 


Arthur Loveday, Esq, of Caversham, near Reading, who died 
1729, when: these lines were introduced with sincerity and eſſed for 
public recitation before a respedable audience, many of whom had long 
witnessed the virtues of that incomparable man. This imperfe& notice 
of him would have the more pathetic and useful effect, as his cast of 
character was as eminently pleasing, I may say pleasant and amiable, 
as it was respectable.— They who knew the late Sir Walter Bagot, but 

might not have been personally acquainted with Mr. Loveday, will form 
2 correct idea of the latter by the e was, in truth, in both the 


beauty of holiness. 


| 


9 
__ are Eo eats EASE Bi Gn e r , 3 A 
Oe - 2: 


* — RE 


N 4 3 5 = 
n — .cc ITE Res REEFS V 7 — TAs, — — —— ai — * — * coor rc wan contre. coca ot 


—— — ——— — — — — ” Ee a bond — — Ge SECIS — — _ — 


103 


FUN. 
with thee, 
Cheating still thy fools with chink, 


Thou shalt never govern me, 


jest 


.. 
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Whilst Wisdom pays with weightiest coin. 


Thee more dey'lish than divine, 


Taught by Truth, and forc'd to think 


Fun, I do but 


THE 


GHOST OF MILTON, 


A POEM. 


Occasioned by the recent digging up and exposure of his bones. 


= 


Pt ace, every bray discordant to my song, 
Music that melts amiss, or Riot's tongue 5 
Hell-bred, and foreign to the purged mind 
In hymn angelic wont its joy to find, 
And oven it bliss, when the celestial sound, 
From Cherubim in chorus echoed 'round, 
The rapt heart draws towards the central throne, 
Where sits, all light, the Holy One alone. 
I come, once Milton (such on earth my name), 
And bid you sons of Albion, of my fame 
Studious, your hands of impious rapine stay, 
Nor bare those relics to the garish day 
Which once enclos'd the seraph soul of fire, 
Whose unquench'd vigour struggling to aspire 
From earth to Heav'n, and thro' the dread profound, 
Spread with such conquering majesty of sound, 
That ye might own (as fabling poets sing) 
*T was Jove's own eagle bore it on its wing. 
Was mine the scrannel pipe of loose desire, 
Was it the gusty wind which brush'd my lyre, 
Call'd out the nerveless and uncultur'd chime, 
And all the babblings of the chance-got rhyme ? 
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THE GHOST OF MILTON. 105 
Blush, 1 blush, admonish'd, tis my praise 
That * star-ypointed pyramid” to raise, 
O'er wrought with characters of moral lore, 
Which when the ages now unborn explore, 
Your late posterity shall proudly own, 
That on your manly worth I build my throne, 
And other tribute scorn'd, exult in this alone. 
Let then my ashes rest in awful night, 
As his, on Avon's sedgy side, whose sprite 
There oft descends, and, with benignant mind, 
Toys in the growing rev'rence of mankind: 
Who when he lately saw your Warton there, 
And heard his doric lute, and mark'd his votive tear— 
He secret touch'd the Bard's melodious string, 
And, o'er him hovering with unnotic'd wing, 
Govern'd the numbers of his pensive lyre, 
All his own softness shed, and half his fire. 
But now I leave your darkness, miscall'd day, 
Enraptur'd Spencer beckoning me away 
To hail our Warton,* at the bow'r arriv'd, 
Which for his own our blended skill contriv'd. 
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This exquisite poet and critic was just dead before I prepared this 
feeble performance, and a preceding one (in which his name is in- 
troduced) for public recitation at the school of a friend, than whom no 
one sets a higher value on Mr, Warton's writings : but had not this good 
friend over-valued mine, he would not so often have stinted me in my 
time when he called for my poetical daisies and primroses to be interwovea 
with the Parnassian wreath which he annually exhibits, If these, xc. 
are, for the like reason, not worthy of publication, be it candidly 
recolleed, that a few printed copies of them, which is the ease at 
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He marvels at the work of heav'nly mind, | 
And feels his fancy by the scene refin'd, 

Blessing the day, that day which comes no more, 
When he before you spread our neCtarll store, 
Adjur'd you Folly's light repast to flee, 

And feast your British sense on Spencer and on me, 


2—....—.;ñ;ß7Ü—:.r —T ——.—.. 

present, is not a publication, My friends, for whom they are printed, 
will regard the distindtion, and, if I make not a slovenly appearance 
before them, will not account for dis res pect this uncultivated plainness 
of attire. My probable duties of the coming time command me now 
and ſor ever deponere barbiton, I seem justified to myself in printing 
these poems for a small circle, and accompanying them with the copy 
of a fine drawing which precedes the title page, because the poems and 
the accompaniment were requested by the larger part of them who are 
to possess them; and as I must best know my own mind, I judged and 
felt that this my acquiescence in the wish of friendly partiality, would 
be the likeliest method of encouraging me in my resolution of bidding 
farewel to the muses as a practitioner. Having written four tragedies, 
versified Isaiah, &c, I may.be supposed too poetical in my habits not to 
need such contrivances (to change the line) as were suited to me. Had l 
kept these poems, now printed, in manuscript, I might have been often 
tempted to revise them—that might have led to other compositions ; [ 
thought them (and will perhaps, too frankly, own) too good to be burnt; 
and I well knew that I never was, or probably ever should be, disposed 
to write auy thing, gravely or smilingly, not as consistent with religion 
and virtue, as the most solemn germon which 1 ever penned. The slight 
poem to which this note is appended, naturally suggested the chief 
matter of it, and I rather approved thts by-corner of the book for its 
reception, than the usual antichamber, where the writer makes his bow 
to the public under the disadvantage of a new acquaintance; and the 
business of egotism, however necestary, is done with no small dis- 
advantage to his own feelings. | | 
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BARONS OF FRANCE. 


F ROM the earliest blush of dawn | 
Had Moret“ heard the warrior's horn, 


Hurrying half the peers of France 
To tournament with shield and lance, 


But now the val'rous barons bore 
Glory's lance and shield no more, 

And in the gorgeous hall appear 

With peaceful pomp and stately cheer. 
Remembrance of their feats inspires 
The pathos of resounding lyres ; 
Whilst at times the drum's loud thunder 
Oft would rive the sense asunder, 

Did not the clarion's mellowing flow 
Balm on the wounded ear bestow. 

Now consotous Honour from each eye 
Gleams with graceful courtesy, : 


And Health, and Love, and Friendship feod 


Valour's throb for noble deed. 


But, lo! in golden gallery seen, 


Inspiration in his mien, 
With waving hand, and fire- fed eye, 
Thus the child of Extacy, 
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Moret castle in the iſle of France. 
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The bard Montalton, rolls his song 
O'er the wonder- stricken throng:— 
List, O list, heroic train, 
For some god inspires my strain, 
« And with more than poet's zeal 
« Warm'd, the Prophet's fire I feel. 
« Ah! me, what glories meet mine eyes, 
« Flaming thro* yon opening skies 
« His car I see, his star-girt crown, 
„% And dread regard here bending down! 
« Ah! why, St. Louis, on thy race 
« Beams that look of godlike grace? 
„ Wherefore northward bends thy brow, 
« And why that host's far-shining show)? 
« *Tis the van of heroes old | 
(+ Temper'd now with heav'nly mould) 
« Which behind thy sun- bright car 
« Flames to warm our hearts for war. 
«© O'er 'em Victory spreads her wings, 
„ O'er 'em songs of triumph sings, 
Northward points their glittering spears, 
« Gallia's standard northward rears, 
Like a stream of lightning plays, 
And shoots before their following blaze.” 


Instant all the heroes feel 
Wild amaze, and burning zeal ; 
What che vision hints to know, - 
Racks their hearts with noble woe ; 
Doubt distracts, distraction pains, 
And an awful silence reigns, 
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Till from Moret's every tow'r 
All the trumps their blazon“ pour; 
Shouts, that shake the castle, rise, 
And Philip F flashes on their eyes; 
His visage speaking woe and ire, 
Thus he pour'd his words of fire: 5 
« Brethren of Fame, and each a star 
« Flaming in the front of war, 
«« Blend your lustre, and unite 
In something more than semblant fight, 
In the realm of Honour born, | 
_ * True to Knighthood, sloth ye scorn; 
„Then bid me Glory's path display, 
« And, king-like, lead myself the way. 
« To arms then, nor misdeem me slow, 
« Where your duty points, to go. 
« Grasp then your spears, your helms assume, 
« And fix th* irrevocable doom 
„Of English John, whose purchas'd slaves 
« War-begirt Alenson braves. 
„Lo shouting Glory points to you 
Normandy, your valour's due, 
« Since blushing Normandy disdains 
« 'The curb of his inglorious chains. 
« Perish e'en France, if ever here 
% Flourish fraud and abject fear; 
« For know, dear France, tis Honour's flame 
Feeds thy life-blood in thy fame, i 
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« Ah! now ye snatch your glittering spears, 


And shine at length my warlike peers. 
Great Henry now no more alive, 


« Bids us no more for empire strive, 

4 Nor the Cour de Leon's star, 

« Set in glory, wakes our war; 

« *Tis John, th' inglorious John, who binds 

« In vengeance our indignant minds. | 
« Hark ! Henry's self, true Honour's child, | 
Calls from his grave with accents wild, 


Nor more to tender love a prey, 


« Bids us th' unfilial monster slay ; 

*« And Richard cries with high disdain, 

« Be the trait'rous brother slain; 

« Whilst Arthur, starting from his tomb, 

« Groans for the 5cepter'd murd'rer's doom.“ 


Then, then De Courtnai on the ground 
Cast his eyes, that soon around 
Flash'd the fires that well might make 
All but godlike Philip quake. 


Lie Clare, he cries aloud, Le Clare, 


The lightning of thy falchion bare; 
Lead on, heroic monarch, lead 


To Alenson's war-worn mead 


The dauntless knights that scorn delay, 
When Fame and Philip lead the way, 
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THE 


ALLEGORY OF LABOUR. 


—————_— ——— 


From the World. 


* 


———————y) 


 ForLowinc my fancies wheresoe'er they please, 


O'er hill and dale, thro” glen and bosky bourn, 


Sudden a sound, amid my reveries, , 


Made me mine eyes towards it quickly turn, 


There I beheld, beneath a yew-tree's shade 


cc 


cc 


cc 


0 


(The tree by lightning rent), a mourner laid: 


Pity me, stranger,“ said the son of Woe— 

(A poor old man he seem'd, bow-bent with years) 
Hear my sad tale, and may the sad tale shew 

« How best thy fect may fly the vale of tears; 
For I was happy once, and bless'd my lot, 

Till Pride allur'd me from my lowly cot. 


Want was my sire, and I am Labour nam'd, 

„% And Wisdom was my wife, (of heav'nly race) 
Who, far and wide, above all nymphs was fam'd 
For sage demeanour blent with modest grace: 


Two fair twin-daughters pleas'd my parent pride, 


And fifteen years, whilst Wisdom liv'd, I joy'd. 


Health, ever-blooming, was my eldest child, 
„And still she tended duteous on her sire ; 
Content her sister, dainsel gayly mild, 

„My widow'd heart with comfort wont inspire— 
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112 | THE ALLEGORY OF LABOUR. 
—— — — — — — ——————————— ——————————————————— — — 
« My mountain cottage still beheld me blest, 
« Till vain Ambition all her sting impress'd. 
« Forth we must go, a novel life essay, 
% And roam for Fortune's golden gifts abroad 
« Health on one side my faltering steps would stay, 


Wich many a song Content beguil'd the road, 


4 Till at Pride's great metropolis arriv'd, 
« A happy household for a time we liv'd. 


« Till Health the youth Intemp'rance saw, and lov'd 
( Wisdom wont say bad company beware) — 
4 A thousand wily ways her virtue prov'd, 
4 Prevail'd at length, and sunk her in his snare; 
&« For when nine months of less' ning joy were past, 
« Worn with disease, my darling dy'd at last. 


<< Still dear Content surviv'd, and on her breast 
« Would sooth my sorrows; but I found my strengtli 
40 Diminish by degrees, till Sloth address'd 
« My child with vows of love, and won at length 
« Her heart—s0 free the youth appear'd from guile, 
« So calm his speech, so simply frank his smile. 


« Then first to her my rules became austere, 
« And cruelly She fled her sinking sire; 
Still have I sought her till you found me * 
« Lorn of all joy, and hast'ning to expire.” 
Scarce had he spoken, when he deeply sigh'd, 
Call'd for Content, once more, but call'd in vain, and dy'd. 
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® Occa, 


LY 


ODE 


* 


TO 


GREAT-BRITAIN.* 


* Ser in the silver sea, a diamond bright, 

Dear native Albion, would I sing thy praise, 
need but ask of Truth his purest light, 

To lend the lyric Muse her proudest blaze. 
Borrowing from fable, what we boast our own, 

Let foreign Fancy trim the florid tale ; 
Whilst, worshipping thy sea-sequester'd throne, 

We, what we truly paint, with rapture hail. 

Thus Gratitude to loftiest transport fires, 

And Tuscan Fancy yields to what the Truth inspires. 


In proud array thy guardian forests rise, 
The vigorous products of their genial home, 

And, whilst thy mountains touch the sun-bright skies, 
Half o'er their heights, majestic mantles, roam. 


* Occasioned by the recent and judicious re-publication of Dr, Price's 
| Sermon in praise of his country. 
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114 ODE TO GREAT-BRITAIN. 


Nor wants sweet Poesy her sweetest range, Sh 
By glen and dale, by bow'r and murmuring brook ; 
Toil has his field, and Yeomanry his grange, He 
Whilst on the down the shepherd casts his crook, | 
O'er many a lowland Eden glad to gaze, W 
And on his doric reed to list'ning Phillis plays. An 
Thy varying Ether's rolling mirror, Shine © Th 
Rivers that silver-streak the verdant plains, ö 
Nor seldom pass beside some fane divine, But 
Where hoar Antiquity sublimely reigns | 
To tell the glories of thy elder days ; So 
Or to the muses courteous still, afford 8 
To them, that emulate ingenuous praise, Ane 
The cloister'd walk, and hospitable board, 3 
And oft thy floods beneath those burdens bend, No! 
Which seas triumphant waft as far as seas extend. To 
No Norman bulwarks, Cambrian castles now, Firn 
Frown in their strength, nor thence th' embattled throng, T 
Children of blood, as fierce a torrent flow | Scor 
As that which thunders Snowden's side along; 8 N 
But there the kids disport, or pensive seers Hen 
Stray pleas'd tho? pensive, and with profit Stray, H 
Conscious that, after the long lapse of years, Fr 1 
Illumin'd more and more by Wisdom's ray, - 


Here Liberty at last her throne has plac'd, 
And views her floating guards lords of the wat” wry waste. 


Far as her eye from this her gorgeous tower 
Darts o'er the world she sighs to see mankind, 
So many groan bencath the despots power, 
So widely spectral horrors rack the mind. 


[ 


ODE TO GREAT-BRITAIN. 1715 


* . 


She knows its pow'r, she best its pow'r expands, 
Its warmth increases, and unclouds its sight; 
Here then she sees Religion's fostering hands 
Drop Hope's best bal n, distribute Faith's best light, 
Whilst human Law weds sacred Charity, 
"-_ tells the wond'ring earth that mind is here most free, 


- Thus a far-famous sage, thrice ten years pass'd, 


With all a lover's zeal his country prais'd ; 
But, ah! the fall, the sage, grown blind at last, 
Fell as he shook the column he had rais'd. 
So Sampson fell, but not alone. Mi stand 
Strong with augmented liberty and fame, 
And more than ever the proud world command, 
Fresh blooming still from Envy's trait'rous aim, 
Nor would we pillage peerage, church, and throne, 
To favour low- born pride, and make the world our own. 


Firm English honesty, sound English sense 


Touch rights existing, holy ground, with care, 
Scorn Envy's fraud, pert Vanity's pretence, 
Nor dash to dust what Wisdom should repair. 
Hence Hist'ry, proud on Britain's acts to wait, 
Has told the world she can her rights maintain, 
From tyrant-pow'r with temper save her State, 
With ease majestic cast her papal chain, 
Too wise for hurry, too humane for rage, 
Dauntless as Y outh's blind zeal, and cool as well-taught Age. 


222 


ON 


LIBERT T.“ 


Brxsr be this isle, where still, thro' countless years, 
Freedom, the Briton's genial nurse, appears, 
Comes Julius on our coast, he starts to see 

Frown from our cliffs the form of Liberty, 

Flies the fear'd form, and leaves her guarded home, 
Prudent to press her smaller band at Rome. 

The Norman conqu'rors bluster'd for a time, 


Then caught the goodly genius of the clime, 
With Britons warm'd in Freedom's common causo, 


And stoop'd the sceptre to the sway of laws. 

O'er Alpine hills tho? Superstition fly, 

Blasting the realms her dragon- team comes nigh, 
And sojourn here here must the foul fiend lower 
Her wizard-charms to Truth's sun-cinctured power. 
War kings with priests, bold barons with their lord, 
The Briton still for Freedom bears the sword; 
Unsheath'd for Freedom, comet-like its course, 
It withers Slavery with its flaming force. 


Written many years ago, after the perusal of Mr, Hume's political 


essays, in the form of an epistle to a member of Parliament. 


epistolary part is now omitted, though this accompaniment might 
perhaps, in the opinion of some, improve the poem, by justifying its 


freedom of expression, versification, &c, 
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Thou, Freedom, here inspirest Wisdom's page, 

The soul of Eloquence, the poet's rage, 
Bidd'st every form of mind to move at ease, 

Nor thund'rest forth proud edicts how to please. 
Hence the chief lights that brighten Europe rise, 
And Grecian Wisdom breaks from Western skies: 
Her birth superior Wisdom drew from thee, 

And loves to light successive on the free. 

Thy spirit too to manly minds imparts 
The skill of plainer but important arts, 

Whence property dispers'd, disperses might, 

Nor little kings invade the common right. 

Where the lone castle once a province sway'd, 

And added horrors to the desert-shade, 

A welcome grace its ruins now afford 

To deck the gardens of the peaceful lord, 

Whence o'er the corn- lands, towering to the skies, 
He sees new spires of wealthy cities rise. 

From thee, kind Freedom, spring the cordial cares 
That weave the rich robe blyth-ey'd Plenty wears, 
Wide o'er the downs the fleecy flocks bestow, 

And proudly seeds of future forests sow 

For future navies, which command the sea 

Since Briton ow'd her lion heart to thee — 

Since every Briton, bow'r'd beneath his vine, 
Could gayly sing Dear Liberty divine,“ 

(His babes in chorus round) « thy charter'd laws are mine. 


Thus, thus, cool preacher for a tyrant king, 
None but the Briton thus, O Hume, can Sing. 
Befrench'd in vain, to quell this manly age, 
Soft soothing trickles on your dulcet page ; 
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118 . ON LIBERTY. 


The nectar'd poison keen- ey d Truth discerns, 
And the meek malice quick-soul'd Freedom spurns. 


What tho? for once a gen'rous tyrant rise, 

Some arts to cherish which he knows to prize, 

Bid Tasso's music thrill his finer frame, 

And pay the poet's pow'r to raise his fame, 

Joy in the forms a Raphael calls to day, 

Proud that his palace shall the show display, 

Vet own, skill'd flatterer, these but copies own, 

The models wrought in free-born Greece alone. 


Shall the fair Arts by one man's favour blow, 
Nor ope their grace but when he deigns bestow 
A fav'ring beam? Is this their little day, 

And must the sweet bloom suddenly decay, 
Smote by some scepter d gladiator's eye, 
| Whene'er their casual Antonine shall die? 
A sullen tyrant checks the poet's rage, 
A Nero pipes away the serious sage; IT 
The painters—ship them off for Caprea's isle, 
The loose-rob'd Spinthriz there demand their toil, 
And Czsar wills their Art its last disgrace, 
To preach pollution to the future race 
By forms, that shall out live th' imperial lord, 
To taint the times deliver'd from his sword. 
Could Arts continue where despotic force 
Might bid the lictors lead the consul-horse, 
And bidden senates must pay rev'rence where 
Mumps the gown'd ape in Tully's curule chair? 
If Christian tyrants more benignly reign 
Than ancient Neroes, tis a casual gain, 
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Or graft (thank Heav'n) that meliorates their power, 
A murd'rous henbane is the nat'ral flower. 

Grant we, Racine, that Louis smil'd, in thee 

(No Greek himself) the Grecian grace to see— 
Beauty but borrow'd, as the lambent flame 

Of Boileau's muse from Horace filch'd for Fame. 
Their smirking hist'ries were in truth their own, 
But such as court-crampt slaves compose alone; 
As for their muse, their rhet'ric—grant 'em grace 
(A Court can give it), can your friendship trace 

In their trim toils, O Hume, the force of mind 

By which the self-strong Shakspere moves mankind— 
In their trim toils, the towering pride of plume 
Which thro? the formless void of Stygian gloom, 
p to the sun- bright blaze of Heav'n's dread throne 
Our eagle Milton hath sustain'd alone 

In their trim toils, the mighty spring of soul 

That launch'd the periods of a Pit to roll 

O'er all the line of civil truth, and bend 

The feuds of FaCtion to the public end, | 

And thence by concord once preserv'd the state, - 
Which concord ever shall continue great, 
Whilst it continues in despite of thee, 

Of French ambition, fraud, and envy, free. 

Could we predict when Liberty shall die, 

We should not, smiling, sing her elegy; 

Nor if our constitution must decay, 

Calmly conceive in your report the way. 

Why thus predict - what pleasure to foretel 

Events a freeman should detest as hell ! 

Vour wisdom is rank apathy, design'd 

To damp the dearest ardours of the mind. 
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But Britons (0 you bid us) since it seems 

The time must come when all your phantom dreams 
Of Liberty shall melt in vacant air — 

Do not protract her stay by wretched care, 

Be timely wise, solicit what must come, 

Nor idly deprecate no dreadful doom. 


C 


[ 


The King, who bears the Briton's best-lov'd name, 
Sees such predictions treas'nous to his fame, 
Enrag'd from him should one descendant rise 
Thron'd at the cost of Freedom's obsequies, 
But ere his blood should suffer such disgrace, 
| He'd wish the miscreant last of all his race. 


PLD ONSET a, 


The senseless beast by force invades his prey, 
And brutal force protects the tyrant's way. 
Talons, as means, but differ from the sword, 

. Savage alike the beast and tyrant lord. 
Monarchs ordain'd by Freedom's public choice, 
In all the grandeur man can wish, rejoice. 
Then loyalty a filial virtue grows, 
And something like a right divine bestows. 
For if the King a public father shine, 
He who rebels offends a riglit divine. 
And since through ages rose our pile of fame, 
Beneath the sanctions of the regal name, 
Whilst by my Winter's fires old tales go round, 
And whilst with joy my British spirits bound, 
When all a tip-toe the proud circle hear 
Of Edwards, Henries—sill to mem'ry dear, 
Great sires of Albion, shall my full soul pray, 
That your time-honour'd race my country sway, 
By Freedom's blest award, till Time himself decay. 
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Thy guilt, thy inmates have not *scap'd their sight. 


CICERO'S FIRST ORATION TO CATALINE, 


AN 


9 
—— — 


| Cops of our Fathers ! that e'en here | 
Thou, Cataline, should'st dare appear, 
Thus load our patience, thus defy 
Rome's consul, whose relentless eye 
Pursues thy dread outgoings ! see 
The public looks all bent on thee, 
See menac'd Rome on every side 
Shor'd up to stem thy murd'rous tide. 
This awful Senate, wert thou wise 
To read thy history in their eyes, 
Would shew thee that thy last atrocious night, 
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0 times! O manners! this we know, 
And I the consul mark the blow 
Thy firm hand aims—and yet this place 
Thou with thy presence dar'st disgrace. 
What unimagin'd horror reigns 
Whilst thou, we note thee, doom'st to chains, 
To death, whome'er, thou parricide, 
Deem'st firm to check thy trait'rous pride. 
| * | 


r 2 
3 1 
n A 
. 
. 


122 CICERO's FIRST ORATION TO CATALINE. 
— —— — — —— —— ʒ—ũ—1Ü é 
And now, e'en now, thy vulture's eye 
Marks them adjudg'd by thee to die, 
And we, we Romans (fall of Rome indeed !) 
Joy, count it rescue not by thee to bleed. Sho 
Old Roman Virtue frowns to find my heart 
Still ling'ring to perform the consul's part, 
And Scipio cries from Glory's tomb, 
% Consul of Rome, remember me, 
5 & And fix a direr traitor's doom, 
„ Than when I Gracchus slew, thy Rome to free.“ 


So Roman worth once tow'r'd sublime; 
But, oh! the ravages of Time, | 
The lapse of Honour! Wisdom still 
Dictates her course to recreant will, 
And all the senate's pow'r in me 
Hangs, a dread menace, over thee. 
Then, Cataline, shall this great trust, 
Wrapt in its sheath, a weapon, rust? 
Still shalt thou live, tho? still the same, 
Nay, hard'ning in thy cruel aim, 
Defying fear, a stranger to remorse, 


Rav'ning for blood, and raging on thy course? Shou 


I dre 


What—would'st thou rend up from its base 
Rome, and so close thy horrid race? 

Far, far less fell were his desires, 

Less baleful his destructive fires 

Whom Scipio slew ; for but to know 

That Gracchus was his country's foe, 
Impious against his mother's weal, 


Drew nobly forth th' avenging steel. 


li 
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Thou direr parricide !—O days, 

When now no more 'tis counted praise 
All up in arms to rise, when acts like thine 
Should, like the lightning, shake the soul supine ! 


What more would thy flagitions guilt pursue ? 
Nor night, nor home's recess conceal from view 
Thy new-born crimes, each dread design; 
Oh ! then relent, nor more defy 
(Thy guilt abjur'd) the Pow'rs divine 3 
Who rear'd that Rome thou Roman wou'd'st destroy. 


Mercy, ye fathers, I revere, 

But ought not I, the consul, fear 

Lest its lov'd influence o'er my soul | 

The consul's, patriot's part control ? 

The traitor's host Etruria sees, 

His war grows stronger by degrees ; 

Here sits the leader, here, e'en here, 

Of human shame, of human fear 

Lavish, and monstrously defies 

The vengeful horror of our eyes. 
Should I now doom thee, parricide, to die, 


1 dread the charge of Sloth, not Cruelty. 


And dar'st thou, traitor, meet this light, 
Rememb'ring the preceding night ? 
Yes, for in Lecca's house with thee 
Were senators whom now I see, 
WMWere senators of Rome, who dare 
Thus in thy dire disgrace to share. 
R 2 | 
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124 CICERO's FIRST ORATION TO CATALINE. | 
Why not defy me, bid me name 
These proofs, these partners of thy chame ! 
An universal silence reigns, 


So dread thy guilt, but Rome n 
That now (O wide-spread guilt!) the good and wise 
Dare not disclose it to the public eyes. 


1 


Yet, glorious Rome, with all thy fanes divine, 
Whose gods to thee the conquer'd world * 
Thy consul tells thee, that a race, 
True to thy cause, and arm'd with power, 
Shall guard thee still on Glory's base, 


till on C And 
. Safe from the storms that o'er thy temples lower. 85 


| 


Gods! that in Rome that wretch appears, 
Whom Cataline can shake with fears; 
Or one be found so gross of mind, 
A foe so fierce to human kind, 
As not to call from me the blow 
That sinks in death its fiercest foe. . 
Death is thy due, but death to thee 
Bids not, O traitor, thine to flee. 
But I (with Jove's protecting aid) 
Shall still their horrid haunts pervade, 
And whilst their Stygian fury points its aim, 
Dash down the brand, and quench the bursting flame, 


Hence, Cataline, nor idly stay, 
Hov'ring in vain to seize thy prey, 
And, burthens of their native air, 
Hence all thy throng of vultures bear, 
Etruria's cliffs afford the race, 

The ruthless crew, their fitting place, 


i 


CICERO'S FIRST ORATION TO CATALINE, 125 


—äo RR CES 


TEAS. — 


Why linger here, and madly wait 
Till the clouds burst of gen'ral hate? 
No longer injur'd Rome shall see, 
Aghast with shame and horror, thee : 
Ill-omen'd, hence, the consul bids thee go, 
Say'st thou to exile ? say the fathers, no? 


Mark, mark their silence, mark it with dismay, 
Hence then to exile, and my zeal display ; 
For sure thy closing guilt shall prove 
That when I bid thee hence depart, 
Il peak the consul's patriot love, 
And prove that Rome is written in my heart. 
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PASTORAL DIALOGUE, 
STORAL OGUE,. 


BETWEEN 


BASIL AND COLIN. 
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In Imitation of Virgil's First Eclogue. 


. 


Basil. Yes, I must go, and, going, bid adieu 
o all my heart holds dear, to France, and you. 


Friend of my happier days, that come no more, 
Can I those days review, and not deplore 
(Whilst my last looks regard my native place) 
My destin'd exile mid a foreign race? 
Here, all at ease, my friend sliall oft be laid, 
Tuning his reed beneath this beechen shade 
Which long hath shelter'd his paternal cot, 
Whilst banish'd Basil mourns his different lot. 
Here oft my friend shall zealous snatch his reed, 
When Phillis trips in view along the mead, 
And, raising to the downs her raptur'd eyes, 
Responsive sings when she her swain descries. 


Colin. A God, a God, my Basil, has on me 


These blessings show'r'd, for such is Liberty, 


* — 
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To whom my hands shall rear the votive shrine, 
For he has made these downs for ever mine, 
And bids me gaily, with a master's ease, 

Play on my pipe whatever airs J please. 
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B. The sorrowing Basil envies not your joy, 
Who deem the poisons sweet that most destroy 
Your joy I envy not, for sure I see 

One fatal cloud o'ershadowing you and me, 
Certain that he who stays, and he who goes, 
Walks on a ridge to fall each way on woes. 

Mark my tir'd flock, o'er many a hill and dale 
Them have I dragg'd towards this fresh'ning vale ; 
But now two lambs, that ewe down-drooping bore, 
Died when their dam could yield 'em milk no more; 
Prime of my flock, on those rough rocks they lie, 
Where mid-day Phoebus darts his burning eye. 
But oft these coming ills dire omens spoke, 

The screaming raven, and the blasted oak, 

Nor thence, if idly fear-struck Fancy dream'd, 
Have I from other causes much misdeem'd ; 

For when I saw old manners fast decay, 

Saw untaught hinds the ruler's work essay, 

And change the sheep-walk for the common weal, 
] fear'd the gathering tempest which I feel. 

But say, dear Colin, why you scorn'd my fear, 
And, wrapt in perils, thought no perils near ? 
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C. And here are none, since Paris to my mind 


| Has shewn at length the rights of all mankind, 
And taught my spirit, till this light arose, 
We bunglers slumber'd in a fool's repose. 
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B. Ah! lowly men, when spoil'd of — 
Like shameless women are more wildly free 


Ci. Paris I wont conceive, unletter'd clown, 
But little nobler than our country-town, 

Yet this—that mass of palaces exceeds, 

As yon broad-branching oak the forest weeds. 


B. What led you first the city to behold ? 


C. The love of liberty, and not of gold; 
For when I caught the rumours spreading round, 
That creasur'd wisdom (hid for ages) found 
In that great city, where our kings reside, 
Would teach the poor to humble tyrant pride— 
Scorning awhile the pastoral scrip and crook, 

I, Paris-taught, forsooth, no more could brook 
To crouch a slave beneath a tyrant's sway, 
Or fear the sprites now fled from Wisdom's day. 


B. Al! love-lorn Phillis, now the cause I see 
Why thy best pears so linger'd on the tree— 
Colin was absent. Thee, the beauteous maid, 
Would carol oft beneath this beechen shade, - 
And down the dale, and up the thymy steep, 
Would sing of Colin whilst she watch'd his sheep: 
Winds and wild woods receiv'd her plaintive song, 
For Colin's absence sure was much too long. 


C. What, when I staid to gather new-born truth, 
And, *scap'd the bigot fables of my youth, 
Return'd a man, who was a slave before, 
Nor blest till now with Wisdom's richest store. 
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B. To man when hoar Experience wisdom brings, 
She asks the pause of Time to fledge its wings. 
Mushrooms soon rise and shew their dunghill birth— 
Not so the monarch trees of nobler wotth. 

Better all darkness than a meteor's light, 
Misleading those who would not dare the night, 
But, safe at home, expect the God of day 

To look from Heav'n and point the perfect way. 


C. Saws and old sayings—prithee, Basil, spare 
The moody babblings of sententious care, 
And let us chaunt with gratulating lays, 
The bursting forth of Freedom's sun- bright rays: 
For now, dear Liberty, who hears our prayer, 
Bids us be free as our first fathers were, 
When, rushing from their pathless waste of wood, 
They roll'd o'er beauteous Gaul their conqu'ring flood. 


B. Ves, my lov'd France, thy beauty not to see 
Would argue blind ingratitude in me; : 
But though decaying strength aud hoary hairs } 
Admonish me of Life's increasing cares, 

Yet far away from wonted scenes I fly 
To Britain's freer realm, tho? fiercer sky. 


C. Unfortunate old man, why thus depart 
From home, from fields, and friends that claim thy heart ? 
Here with thy Colin under well-known trees, | 
Thou still may'st share the song and balmy breeze, 
Still tend thy flock in healthy pasture gay, 
And still thy native lawns and streams survey. 
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Far hence, in vain thy eyes will oft desire 

Thy dear old village, and its sacred spire, 
Which tow'ring *mid the limes declares the place 
That holds the rev'renc'd relics of thy race. 


B. Yet can that ravag'd hill the joy bestow 

It yielded once, when grac'd with many a row 
Of shadowy elm, where oft with list'ning ears 
We heard the clipping of the woodman's shears, 
Or, better pleas'd, from many a laurel grove 
Caught at still eve the cooing of the dove. 

Say, where is now the dome, whose towery gate 
Expanded wide with hospitable state? 
Ruin'd its glories, levell'd with the ground 

No longer there the courteous feasts resound, 


Nor there, with well-spread board and beck'ning hands, 


Hereditary kindness gracious stands. 
These bonds extinct, the noble race no more — 
I seek, indignant, Britain's sea-beat shore. 


C. And there that Freedom seek you scorn at home. 


B. It is not here, or I should idly roam 
And shame these hoary hairs—can Freedom bide 
Where Rapine rolls his desolating tide; 
Where rav' nous Indigence, and Atheism dire, 
Damp dear Religion's zeal and Honour's fire; 
Where low-born Envy noble birth assails, 
And Wit unprincipled o'er Truth prevails ; 
Where a great nation acts the spoiler-knave, 
The largess snatching which it never gave, 
And, whilst it holds the rights of men in view, 
Does what it has no right but strength to do? 
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dee braggart Vanity (tho Terror's slave, 

Fuming in words of fire, that paint her brave, ) 

Watch with keen eye where Virtue woos her Shade, 

Till Honour lends his supplicated aid 

Whilst all-confounding Pride, unprincipled, 

Her fever'd soul with impious visions led, 

Let's slip her treasons with a murd'rous cry, 

And bids her vultures on their quarry fly; 

See Avarice urge them now, and now restrain, | 

W hilst Luxury lumb'ring with her dropsied train, 

In hopes a little more to ply the feast, 
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Checks the ripe war, yet strokes the maddening beast. 5 
Grant Freedom good, tis pilfer'd here, not won, th 
Nor shines a deed by manly courage done. 2 
Grant that the fane of Freedom here might tower, q 1 
(And soon, oh ! raise it here, each heay'nly power,) | 1 
5 Your fabric's but the vision of the hour. | i 
ts base Injustice, heav'nly vengeance soon | 
Shall close in night its visionary noou— 
| g0—= 
ie. | 
6 And wheresoe'er my Basil goes 


Be Friendship still at hand to sooth his woes. 


B. Farewel, a long farewel, to W and thec, 
ans think how many noble minds with me 
Wander in-lands remote, because at home 
They will not from their honour wanton roam. 
Yet France still reigns in their's and Basil's breast, 
And be his bodings false, so she is blest. 
8 2 
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C. Atleast this night with me, dear Basil, *bide, 
For see the Sun has left the mountain's side, 
Its shadows lengthen, and yon hoary fane, 
Which lately held Religion” s cloister'd train, 
| Receives the labour'd oxen from the fields, 
. And them anon their treasur'd fodder yields. 


B. Where once the fainting pilgrita found repose, 
And life grew pure from penitential woes ; 
Where sacred studies chose their calm retreat, 
And spreading science might have found her seat, 
There rustic hinds usurp tlie hallow'd dome, 
And barb'rous License calls the cattle home. 
Hence, Liberty, to Britain's realm Igo, 
Where thou wert train'd by Wisdom sure and slow, 
Where Justice still thy sacred precinCts guards, | 
And pure Religion deals her best rewards. 
Where if, mid many faithful, still are found 
"The faithless few, thy vitals fierce to wound, 
Still Briti-h sence and dignity defy 
The yelling harpies of Impiety, 
Sedition's raven roar, and Rapine' s corm'rant cry. 
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AN 
EPISTLE 
— 


TO 


AMAARCELLUS. 


M ARCELLUS, misconceive not that the mind, 
Which once partook thy blameless converse kind, 

Thy genuine friendship, when the youthful heart 

Wont all its dear simplicities impart ; 

Ah ! think not one who may with pride. like me 

Boast of good days, so sweetly pass'd with thee, 

Can e'er, tho' years of absence intervene, | 
Shut from Remembrance her seleCtest scene. 

Yes, from the day the kind too early tear 
Stream'd from thy soul to grace a brother's bier, 
Some sympathetic force pronounc'd me thine, 
And sweetly made thy splendid interests mine. 
Tho? sordid spirits, aw'd by noble birth, 

Possess no means to scan superior worth, 

And, when the burnish'd frame misleads their eyes, 
Can scarce a Guido's piQtur'd angel prize— 

Deem not so lightly of thyself and me 

That I was destin'd thus to turn from thee. 
Tho' Heav'n bestow'd thee in thy natal hour 
Of fairest faculties a darling's dower, 
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134 AN EPISTLE TO MARCELLUS. 
I — 

And these bright-opening to the raptur'd view OY 

Fir'd Hope the growing radiance to pursue — £ 

The more thy condescending goodness charm'd C 

My grateful soul, my terrors were alarm'd. Il 

A friend, a father asks a length of years V 

To lull to rest Affection's ready fears, It 

And there her readiest fears must Virtue place, 1 

| Where Youth, appointed to the noblest race, a 
f Starts, in a nation's view, for honour or disgrace. Ws 
| My phantom fears, before thy Vouth's pure light, D 
i And Manhood's prime, with patriot splendors, bright, T 
Are fled: the beams of worth that won my love, M 

| | Far seen, propitious to thy glory prove; A 
5 Clear is thy course, nor needs one blushing pain L 
| The long-lost road of Honour to regain. B. 
Nobly disdainful of the trifler's sphere, B. 
| Thy spirit enters on the fair career, T 
[ In which thy fathers won the wreath of Fame, St 
| A laurell'd series rise, and point thy godlike aim. T 
1 Her high-born champion, set on Virtue's course, > 
Melts he with Lux'ry's sensual song his force? G 
| | The manher melody of Mentor's praise | | - 
ö He springs to hear, escap'd Calypso's lays. In 
| Let souls plebeian from their wealth derive | 5 If 
| | Their bliss, *tis thine by nobler laws to live, = 81 
Thy birth a beacon whence the glowing eye by T 

Marks the broad lights that flame from Glory's sky. | TD 

The love of glory seems by Heav'n design'd * Ba 

The master movement of the nobler mind. 

| | | 

—e— —-—— -t m — | T* 

The general part of the epistle, ere with this line, was publicly | — 
| By 


recited at the school of a friend, 
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'Tis Virtue's cordial, not her vital food, 
Ordain'd to quicken, not create her blood, 
Ill-pared, permitted, Heav'n- approved, and they 


Who scorn it, droop on Life's long-wearying way ; 


It winds up man's superior faculties, 

To mark their efforts sharpens judgment's eyes, 
Gives zeal to strengthen strength, and grace refine, 
To round with Truth Imagination's line, 

Drop passion's tint with spirit and with art, 

The warmth of Nature's golden glow impart, 
Make the fair whole repose upon the eye, 
And paint the piece for all eternity. 

This healthful energy, this love of praise 
Bounds the strong mind along laborious days, 
But as the wheel, should Folly whirl it, fires, 
Thus fame ill urg'd in infamy expires. 

Still man, attun'd to man by Love's sweet law, 
Tests from a brother of his worth would draw, 
Vet, wise his judges to select with care, | 
Grasps but the wreath the worthiest bid him wear: 
They give, esteeming, they the friend befriend, 
Indiff rent, selfish good his ruling end, 

If prince or us'rer play the sordid game, 

The craft is fraudulent, nor merits fame. 

Then firm to Virtue, with an open brow, 

The manly, social love of Fame avow. 
Banner'd by Fame in beautiful array, 

The mighty dead fair Virtue's force display : 
Illustrious band, and thence we joy to find 

The glory rescued of our noble kind, 

Sav'd from the spleen that labours to debase, 

By self-betraying drafts, the gen'ral race. 
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How vast their toils, whom genuine Glory draws 
To follow faithful her heroic laws 

But are these toils afflictions? meaner joys 

Can urge to labour shall not glory's prize? 

Our country's good? the good of all mankind ? 
The holiest motives that can rouse the mind? 

A lion shakes the dew-drop from his mane, 

Men for high action, heav'n-endow'd, disdain 
The least dim spot upon the purer soul, 

And press all honour to their goodly goal, 
Regardless, though athwart their midmost way 
Stand Death ; his menace fearless they survey, 
Found on their station, nor a terror raise 

The foreseen evils of their closing days: 

They know the splendors of their noon must tend 
To streak with ling'ring rays Life's gloomier end, 


And beautify the tomb where sleeps the public friend. 


We must have action—in th' immortal soul 
There is a restless somewhat to control 
With never-dying force our feeling frame, 
Spur us to labour, and prescribe some aim. 
Unknown the little the great vulgar die, 
Known to their cost by blaz'ning Infamy. 
Yes, I must tell you, my distinguish'd friend, 
You scarce can think to what your life may tend, 
What on your growing stock of _— may rise 
Of fair, and fruitful to the stateliest size. 


The pow'rs of man surpass the stretch of thought, 


To view from countless causes seldom brought; 
Or ruling prudence is not there to place 
The goodly train with most effect and grace; 
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Or Shame eonceals, or mean conditions hide, 
Or evil fashions whelm 'em in their tide. 
Some Vanity misleads, some Grief restrains, 
Some pine with sickness, or are rack'd with pains ; 
Or Fear, ainidst the mass of talents giv'n, | 
Breaks their consistence with her light'ning leav'n; 
Or Sloth's dull dropsy chills their strength away, 
Or Vice inflames em with her fev'rous sway, 
Or sacred Truth, ill seen by Folly's light, 
Those efforts checks which most her laws excite; 
Or in their fairest lustre, mightiest force, 
Faction beguiles em to conduct her course 
Her tide to strengthen, make her madden more, 
And toss superior shipwrecks on her shore. 
Gold, or low lucre, titles, wands, and strings 
Whate'er men rev'rence as the gifts of Kings, 
Sought for themselves, are trivial in their worth, 
Yet Virtue's means to grace her coming forth. 
For, oh ! when men as ends pursue the means, 
Away, ye good, be gone to sylvan scenes, 
Fly far from.courts, and in some shadowy nook 
Abide with health, clear conscience, and a book ; 
Still from your cottage ye may pour the ray 
That guides benighted mortals on their way 
still on your lonely shore the land-mark rear, 
That tells the sea-lost wand' rer how to steer. 


Mark the first spirits, whose heroic aim 
Won their appointment to the van of Fame; 
Trace their desert, and you will ever find 
It was their merit with the wisest mind 
| To blend benignant virtue; nor suffic'd 
With native * 'rs the gain of Art they priz {; 
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Laborious, patient, added grace to grace, 


And sought the strength by which they ran their race: 


They deem'd superior parts bestow'd by Heav'n, 
For ampler culture, toils proportion'd, giv'n, 

And, in their consciousness of genius, saw 

Their higher duty—their diviner law. | 

The more by birth was giv'n, the more they sought, 


And, lab'ring, thence their great atchievements wrought ; 


What once was toil, their easiest pace became— 
Their age, admiring, mark'd their pow'r and aim, 
And what was wonder then Time mellow'd into fame. 
Their influence genial as the solar ray - 
Nations were bless'd, and empires joy'd to raise 

The fathers of mankind the proudest piles of praise. 


Wit rolls to gather greatest magnitude, 
Nor but by culture are its faults subdued. 
Vast pow'rs of nature, conscious of their force, 
Conduct despise, flow careless in their course, 
Boil over barren rocks, an idle sound, 
Nor like the Nile o'ertlow productive ground: 
But when with amplest genius toils unite, 
*Tis then a Murray beams on Wonder's Sight— 
The new estar Burke flames forth, and floods the world 
with light. | 


There is a time ('tis Life's high noon) when man 
Should all his pow'rs collect to fix his plan. 
Set on this line, dividing age and youth, 
From Error's shore he launches into Truth, 
Or *bides for ever there, nor gains the tide 
Where, fraught with heroes, fleets of Honour ride. 
This is the period, when the mind enlarg'd, | 
Is still with youth's elastic spirit charg'd— | 
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Less wise than age, but wise, and far more bold, 

Nor rashly young, nor indolently old; 

This is the Rubicon of life, and here 

To choose amiss superior spirits fear, 

Men plac'd, and gifted as my noble friend, 

The few on whom the many most depend. 

Ah | glorious toils await thee—'tis not thine 
To drone thro? life—perhaps it is not mine; 
At least, my faithful Muse may fan thy fire— 
Haply behold it loftily aspire— | 
Joy in the lustre, and, though distant, see 


Her hopes (a harvest grown) expand with grace in thee. 
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ODE. 


Ah! me, what meets mine ear from yonder plain, 


Shakspere's Chorus before the Battle of Agincourt. — Henry v. 


Nich slowly walks this ample round, 
Where nought but creeping murmurs sound; 
And, link'd in arm with wild'ring Fear, 

She startles, tho” no danger near: 

These creeping murmurs, to the day 
Unknown, redouble Horror's sway. 

How dismal Night, from earth and skies 
When many-colour'd Beauty flies, 
Following the bright-hair'd Sun, and yields 
To hermit thought her darken'd fields! 


Where Sleep half holds the warrior in his chain ? 


He dreams of conquest, dreams of flight, 


Now starts to see some gory sight, 
And, wildly waking, stares around, 


But hears no more the trumpet sound: 


Then list'ning, throbs of glory feels, 
As from each army stilly steals 


One universal hum : to me 


Whispering it says, what woe to see 
Yon blooming child of Glory toil 
To win in burnish'd arms her smile, 


[1 


W 


— 


When e ere a second sun shall rise, 
A naked, mangled, clay- cold corse he lies, 


Blow, blow, ye winds, to fit a night that leadg 
| Bellona's day, one storm of deathful deeds ! 
; But this still night, ah! list, might bear 
From watch to watch the whisper'd word ; 
| And, lo! on this smooth sea of air, 
J hear it on its way, with terror heard, 


Fire answers fire; the paly flame 

Shews many an eager son of Fame, 

And thro? this umb'ring night each face 

Frowns into horror nature's grace, 

Boding the morrow's martial zeal | 

Which each shall rue, and most shall feel; 

Whilst o'er the plain, where soon they bleed, 
Loud neighs the fire- eyed steed to steed, 
Startling dull Night with dire essay 

Of battle's more terrific bray— 


When Pain, and Rage, and Hate, with all their force : 


Thro' floods of gore precipitate their course. 


Now from his tent the valiant knight 
Comes forth, ambitious for the fight, 
His arm'rour calls, and lifts his eye, 
In vain, to view the breaking Sky ; : 
Shrill on his arms the hammer rings, 
A war song to the brave it sings, 
To dastard hearts a moan of woe, 

For heard yon cock's once-cheering crow, 
For heard yon village-bells, which say 
Prepare you for the bloody day”— 
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Pale-visag'd Baseness on their hearts dismay'd, . Th. 
Cold as the grave, her marble hand has laid. SR Th 


The Gallic hosts all heart, all fire, all flame, 
Chide the slow Night, and wish the hag less lame; 
Gay in their mood, and strong in pow'r, 
They count the English host, and smile, 
Triumphant in the Night's late hour, | | 
And clam'rous for the Day's all-conqu'ring toit. Us n 


Not thus, O Day, from Night's dark shore 

The English thy advance explore; 

But, victim like, with sleepless eye, 

Sit by their fires, and droop, and sigi, 

Fearful the rolling in of Day 

Should waft their age- pil'd fame away. 

Their looks, tho' fix'd upon the ground, 

Glance on the gestures sad around, 

And as the fires, dim-gleaming, shew 

The war-worn coat, the haggard woe, 
The lank-lean visage wan, the hopeless gloom— 
Each seems a horrid ghost beside his tomb. 


Praise on his head, see Harry there, 
Active his drooping host to cheer ! 

From tent to tent the hero goes, 

From watch to watch, and oft bestows 

Good-morrow with a gentle grace, 

In which the fearless smile I trace. 

My friends, my brothers, still he cries, 

And when they mark his cheerful eyes, 

His roseat bloom, and royal air, 

Untaiated by this night of care— 
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Their frost of fear before his sun- like ray, 
The largess of his lustre, melts away. 


And now, relumin'd all their wonted fire, 
Brave England's sons the dawn of day desire, 
And when they mark th' inrushing foe, 
The lightning flash of Harry's eye, 
Scorn at th* enrounding hosts in shouts they throw, 


Aud, clashing on their shields, © St. George and Vict'ry“ cry. 
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SHAKSPERE'S TRAGEDY OF KING LEAR. 
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Wuar could Cordelia do, her sisters known, 

Whose oily falshood stole a father's throne ? 

Or what could Virtue say, when Cunning wrought 

The net of Rhet'ric which a father caught? 

A daughter, and a princess, she disdains 

To bind the Truth in Adulation's chains; 

But mingling love with honour, to her sire 

Says all that Truth should speak, and Love require. 
Flatt'ry's fair garb could ill the heart conceal, 

That specious lustre from the murd'rous steel; 

The blameless damsel tow'r'd above her fear, 

Flash'd forth disdain, but struck a marbled ear: 

Meek when her sire offended, she disdains 

Against his foes to check Resentment's reins. 

But, ah! in vain; for when the human mind 

By Selfishness, that chilling asp, is twin'd, 

Nature's dear charities are felt no more, 

And floods of tears but dah a stony shore. 
Since Stiakspere paints but what Experience she ws ; 
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For though he points the moral by his theme, 
Thinking he en we should ourselves but dream. 


Thanks to the mighty master's touching page, 
His lovely morals, and his gen'rous rage, 
Honour's bright spirit darting all its fire, 
And clouds of vice that black from Hell aspire, 
From whose detested horrors we repose 
In Kent's firm faith, in gentle Edgar's woes ; 
In Lear taught pity by th' unpitying wind, 
And yearning for his child, too late, alas ! thought kind. 


From man the keen-eyed fink knew to deen 
All passion's conflict for his tragic scene; 
But Heav'n alone the fancy could bestow, 
By which he deepen'd the dark dies of woe — 
Through mimick'd Folly heighten'd tears by smiles, 
And bade the truth glare out from Phrensy's wiles, 
Nor hurl'd abroad his thunder storms in vain, 
The sheeted lightning, and the pelting rain, 
To teach us, spite of fourscore years and more, 
And the bright crown the worshipp'd king once wore, 
That Lear from all these liorrors found relief, 
Beneath the rackings of a fiercer grief. 


Ye gen'rous Britons, our * unpractis'd age 
When it sought morals from Life's glass, the stage, 
— .. | 


* This was spoken at 2 public school by young gentlemen who had ated 
Hamlet the preceding year, 
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Was taught from Hamlet's filial worth to draw, 
From sweet Cordelia's, youth's superior law, 
That sense of filial duty, which, combin'd 
With all the requisites of cultur'd mind, 

Gives to green age a modesty to guide 

Our vessel safe on Y outh's tempestuous tide, 
Whilst on the prow the rev'rend Mentor stands, 
And cheers his pupil with applauding hands. 


— 


THE poems from page 30 to page 145, were recited at the respectable 
school of a friend, Whose friendship for me I shall ever account one 
of my greatest blessings in this life; to these I should have added an 
Epilogue, and a Poem upon the recovery of his Majesty, honoured with 
public recitation in this distinguished school, but that I could not meet 


Mer 


with the copics of them time enough for admitting them into this col- 
ES | | To br 
lection. The Epilogue was to Hamlet. I have no reason to regret the 
loſs of it; but I should have wished to have admitted the other poem, And fr 
because it was written in that line which seems most congenial to the That £ 
| natural cast of my mind, ' Pleasing as it was to me to obey the re- Nurtui 
i quisitions of my friend, and to diversify my attentions by poetic Its fair, 
l relaxations, I am inclined to think that I should, for the last ten years * 
| : A Vhere 
| of my life, have confined my pen to prose, had not Friendship drawn : 
9 me on to trifle in verse; this naturally led me, when in this vein, to Let hir 
ft employ an occasional hour of leisure in writing a few poems that were And, v 
it not called from me by the circumstance above-mentioned, and thus I The pi 
1 have grown into this volume: but as it certainly will be my last sin of Till, ir 
#1 | | 
aj the kind, 1 hope for pardon even from my austerer countrymen. ; 
i 88 8 MP. P ; 7 1 Angelic 
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diere res 


PROLOGUE 


; | TO THE PLAY OF 
THE GOOD MOTHER,* 


MADAME GENLIS. 


Mernixks Prudentius cries, is this an age 

To bring your children forth on any stage, 

And from their bosoms rend the shadowy veil 

That guards 'em best from Life's too sultry gale, 
Nurtures young Virtue's opening flow'r, and feeds 

lts fairest shoots mid Vices baleful weeds ? 

Where Heav'n has mark'd th' instructor's leading line, 
Let him, with rev'rence, hail the light divine, h 
And, working by eternal Wisdom's law, 

The picture finish which her sketches draw 

Till, in his charge, his height'ning efforts she w- 
Angelic Modesty's consummate glow, | 

The tint too strong to dread the stroke of Time, 
derene by mildness, and by Faith sublime, 


— — 


* Aded in 1793. by the young ladies of Mr. St. Quentin's and Mrs. 
Latournelle's school at Reading, for the benefit of the French Refugees 
u1e resident. 
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149 PROLOGUE TO THE GOOD MOTHER. 
Whilst Charity with Prudence blends her hue, 
And brings that — form, the G s worth, to view. 


So speaks the patron of unblemich'd EY 
And claims our rev'rence for the words of truth: 
But need we dread that here his guardian eye 
Should find us err from hallow'd modesty, 
And ought theatric deem this young essay 
Our pow'rs to strengthen rather than display ? 


Be you the judges, judges whose applause 
That holy circle 'round our efforts draws—- 
That comes the demon Envy creeping near, 

We need not dread its blasting entrance here : 
Within this circle, worthy such a fence, 
Rich is the space with Genlis' wit and sense, 

The far-fam'd instruments of Virtue found; 

And ye must hail th' inclosure, sacred ground, 

So richly show'r the precepts of the sage, 

To feed in Virtue's field our infant age. 

Wide is that field, and various that domain, 
Where all the virtues, Heav'n commanding, reign ; 
Here it tow'rs high, with cliff and rock sublime, 
And asks the vent'rous foot of man to climb, 

Till on its brow the dauntless hero stand, 

And snatch his blazing wreath from Glory” s hand. 
Our's is a safer and serener scene, | 
Where Virtue haunts the vale and meadow green; 

Where, if our toils, that shun the blaze of day, 
Should Virtue deign with such a smile repay, 

As from your kind indulgence may arise, 
We leave to lofty man—his loftier prize. 


W. 
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When last our best, poor efforts were display'd, 


Here, of your censure, and with cause, afraid, 


With trembling feet we trod this private stage, 

But now our hearts swell high with manlike rage 
At war with France, our patriot fires arise, 

And flash forth Britain's fame from British eyes 
At war with base Dishonour, vaunting Pride, 


And urg'd to wrath for God and man defy'd, 


At Honour's call our spirits bravely beat, 
And stamp, in hope, his foes beneath our feet: 


But if the tear into our eyes shauld start, 


It speaks not half the pang that wrings the heart, 
When o'er our thought but half the horrors flow 
Of Virtue try'd with unexampled woe— 

When Honour's victims at his shrine appear, 
And wanting all things but Britannia's tear, 

Smile ' mid their griefs this tribute to receive, 
And, thus consol'd, are struggling not to grieve, 
Assur'd that we, with them to Honour true, 

Shall proudly pay his martyrs all their due. 
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EPILOGUE 
r 
THE GOOD MOTHER. 
b BY 


THE MARCHIONESS AURORA. 


I rHovent but now, where'er I threw mine eyes, 
Still by their radiant force to snatch some prize : 
I came, I saw, I conquer d, glanc'd a look, 
And by that lightning many a hero shook ; 
Gaily destruCtive, smilingly severe, 
I flew, and rais'd my trophies ev'ry where— 
The lovely marchioness—$he comes, she comes, 
Sound trumpets, beat the spirit-stirring drums— 
Life in her look, in ev'ry movement grace 
O'er a fall'n host she runs her conqu'ring race, 
And spite of beldam Envy's blasting eye, 
The world's fair victor glides triumphant by. 


Such was my day-dream— for at length I find 
This but a meteor's play before my mind: 
Moncalde is married, and is mine no more; 

He scorns me whilst I wish he would adore, 
And the gay trifler marks with laughing eyes, 
Whilst in his heart Emilia's image lies, 
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Wrought there with deep impression by the power 
Of Virtue's warmth impurpling Beauty's flower. 
But sure this loss to me might grow a gain, 
Were young Aurora hence no longer vain, 
Nor idly proud of youth's fast-fading rose 
Would form the worth which undecaying glows, 
A lambent lustre beams on snow-white Age, 
And dares the dark*ning frown of Death's stern rage. 
Beauty is but a butterfly when May | 
Brings out its fluttering pride, since Winter's day, 
Which comes to all, its airy course shall close, 
And all its revels in the dust compose. 
Ah! virtuous Orsan, your's the living grace, 
Not the faint glories of the fading face, 
Since Life's calm-setting, with remembrance fraught 
Of all the worth your moral noon has wrought, 
Brings with it airs from Heav'n, that wing your heart 
Gaily from Life's poor painted scenes to part, 
O'er vulgar admiration lifts your mind, 
To the true dignity of human kind, 
And shews you that when Virtue's pointing eye 
(Sweet model of maternal piety) 
Still won your dear observance, that you knew 
What was to reason, what to woman due, 
Would your own age, a bright example, grace, 
And form the like to bless the coming race. 


Thus might the marchioness her follies blame, 
And close the tried career, whose fruit was shame. 
Ah ! little thought that all-accomplish'd mind, 
Which drew these fancied pictures for mankind, 
How soon this rank and over-ripening age 
Would bring to proof the lessons of the sage— 
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How soon the gay all- flutt'ring child of ease, 

This feather floating on the zephyr's breeze, 

This butterfly, its wings bedropt with gold, 

Should shrink at Pen'ry's visitation cold 

This nursling of the sunshine ard the May, 

For Sorrow's gloom exchange the laughing day, 
Exchange its airy dance mid Tempe's bowers, 
For Mis'ry's freezing blasts, or pelting showers ! 
Oh! ye, who know to feel for Folly's child, 

Tho' vain yet harmless, innocent tho' wild, 

Nor deem gay Inexperience ought to share 

With harden'd Guilt the woes that Guilt can bear 
Take the too punish'd suff ' rer to your breast, 

And sooth its matchless agonies to rest: 

But when the saint- like Orsans of the age, 
Escap'd th' abode of Guilt and murd'rous Rage, 
Home, aMluence, grandeur scorn'd, before you shine 
In Poverty's plain garb, with grace divine, 


Know, should you heal the wounds you must bemoan, 


You prove, by sympathy, their worth your own. 
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T's Winter, cold and rude, 
Heap, heap the warming wood; 
The wild wind hums his sullen song to Night. 
Oh, hear that pattering shower! 
Haste, boy—this gloomy hour 
Demands relief; the cheerful tapers light. 
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Tho' now my cot around 
Still roars the Wintry sound, 
Methinks tis Summer by this festive blaze 
My books, companions dear, 
| In seemly ranks appear, = 
And glisten to my fire's far-flashing rays. 


ww 


* Written in 1780, experimentally—in order to ascertain how. the 
observation, ** that poetry is imitation,”” could apply to lyrical com- 
position: 1 therefore, as so0n as I came into my study, set down, in 
the above careless way, the real circumstances of the moment. 
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—_ WHAT SHALL I READ? 


Her hairy length outspread, 


Sce Chloe sleeping laid, 

Whilst whisker'd Tabby purring sits beside: 
My romping babes at rest— 
With perfect leisure blest, 


Where shall I now my letter'd feast provide? 


Shall I, my gay Montaigne, 
Pursue thy rambling vein, 
And hunt for wisdom in thy motley maze ? 
Or, with a brow of care, 
Think deep with thee, Bruyere, 
And ponder man in all his mystic ways ? 


Shall Temple, skill'd to please 
In prose, whose graceful ease 
Wins half the glory from the poet's toil, 
Ambition's pang control, 
| And fix my fervent soul 
Where rural e best her cares beg! 


Or chal I, conchrecia'd, 

To Cowley yield my mind, | 
When the sweet bard forgets his strains of art, 

And to the tender lays, 

That paint Retirement's praise, | 
Bids all his soul its moral charms impart ? A 


Or in this hour of ease 
Shalt thou, Cervantes, please, 
And shew thy champion's feats—my prime Shiga! 
No—now thy pleasant page 
Shall not my thoughts engage, 
Tho' Wit, tho? Virtue rul'd thy Fancy bright ; 
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WHAT SHALL I READ? 


Tho? thy good-nature there 
(To wit companion rare) 
Might smooth the furrows of the sternest brow, 
And Quixote's eloquence, : 
*Mid madness flashing sense, 


With Wisdom's lessons Laughter's hour endow. 


Swift, I will gladly praise 
Thy k skill in easy lays, . 
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Thy hum'rous prose, perspicuous, pure, and terse; 


Yet, whilst my candid mind 
Some honour owes mankind, 
From thy malignant page it turns averse. 


No—be yon volume sought, 
With golden wisdom fraught, 

An Attic vest where English Genius wears, 
Where harmless Humour plays, 
Soft as the solar rays, 

And beautifies the flow'rs that Virtue bears. 


Be this thy praise alone, 
Immortal Addison, 
That whilst the Graces o'er thy works preside, 
There, in their forms divine, | 
Religion, Virtue shine, 


And point thy writings where thy actions guide. 
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To. 


= SYLVIO. 


— 


Tur Spring comes gaily on, with many a bird 
Warbling around from field and woodland heard.. 
The steed (no longer shivering in the fold) 

Hath in gay gambols o'er the greensward roll'd, 
Mlid bleating lambkins, whom his bounds affray, 

And send 'em skipping to their dams away. 

The snows no more about my cottage spread — 

] seck the solace of the dazied mead, 

And, long immur'd by Winter's stormy blast, 
Proclaim, exulting, all his horrors past, 

Cheerly resume my old poetic fires, 

And play the very airs that Spring inspires ; 

For each grim spectre of the Winter flown— 
Fays and light elves salute me for their own. 
Haste, then, haste, Sylvio, to my jocund board, 
The joys partake which happier hours afford, 
And learn of me, since life so soon decays, 
To glean up good as fast as Heav'n displays 
The loveher seasons—ere the common doom 
Wraps up delight in Deatli's one Wintry gloom. 
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For he, who scorns the blessings God has given, 
Is much too sullen to inherit Heav'n; : 
Unschool'd, he bears not from below the mind 
Which for angelic converse is refin'd, 
Nor, heedless of the pleasant cot below, 
Pride-struck and discontented, e'er shall know 
The bliss which Heav'ns delicious domes bestow. 
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1 Written in 1762. ; A 
" — 8 C 
: v 
Orr must my soul, in pleasing sorrow lost, A 
Indulge the tear, quick-starting at the thought O 
Of dear-lov'd Cas wall.“ In his early years 80 
Torn from the soft societies of life, 15 
The tender friendships of unenvious youth, A 
He bade a long and sorrowful adieu In 
To many a blissful scene. Well I remember A 
(For pious Grief hath grav'd 'em on my heart) Cl 
The last dear words that spoke his feeling soul. By 
I would, my friend, I would my happier fate By 
Allow'd me still to share your social heart; De 
But, oh! it cannot be—another scene Ar 
Demands me unsubdued to the rough toils Tt 
I'm destin'd to endure: far different days, ay 
; n 
— — — nn Tt 
| | | An 
Henry Caswall died in a $ea-fight in the last war but one: the : 
accidental manner in which his death was communicated to me, aud | — 


the manner in which he imparted to me his destination to the sea service, 
when we were both about fiſteen years of age, and then at Westminster 
school. are, with the faithfullest Simplicity, delineated in these verses. 
Itvertion has no concern in them. | 
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Sacred to learning, innocence, and peace, 
I fondly thought to see — but these await 

The calmer destinations of your life, 

And may they crown your cares with bright success. 

Mine is the task of iron-hearted War, 

Whilst my sole friend the rugged mariner 

Shall oft remind me of your tenderer heart 

I can no more but, oh ! remember me, 

And if in Britain's cause a comely death 

Close the short tenor of my thin-spun life, 

Without a blush you shall remember me, 

And oft repeating to some future friend 

Our well-remember'd converse, weeping, say, 

« He was a youth of mild and gen'rous nature, 

With all the warmth of Friendship's holy flame.“ 

And such, my Caswall, such wert thou to me 

In those dear days which never more return, 

And soon (to me how soon!) a comely death 

Clos'd the short tenor of thy thin-spun life. 

But when thy brother warrior told the tale, 

By me first heard (to him our love unknown), 
Down his scarr'd cheek the warm tear frequent flow'd, 
And manhood's voice in melting accents shew'd 

Thy thousand virtues, shew'd them so much thine, 

That ere he told thy name I wept my loss, 

And still must weep till pitying Heav'n beholds 

The glad re- union of time-sever'd friends, | 

And binds the band for all eternity. 


THE 


VISION OF HYGFIA. 


Wuilsr on my mount, at early dawn, I stood 

In melancholy mood, and felt 
The morning air play breezy on my check, 

Nor yet could gaily bid depart 
Sorrow, that still would bear my pensive thought 
| To thee, Urania—lo ! my look | 
Gan instant bend towards the verdurous grace 

Of Teme's soft region, where, methought, 

From the grey mists that curl above his course, 

A glittering vision gradual rose : 
Bright as the meteor gliding 0'er the mead, 

It sped in air its easy way ; 
Nigher advanc'd, it seem'd a nymph-like form, 

If ever nymph were found so fair. 
But, as she nearer glides, celestial gales 

Of fragrance lap my sense in bliss. 
Clasp'd in a radiant zone, a-floating, spreads 

ler azure vest; inwreath'd with rose, 
Abundant woodbine ill-confines her hair, 
The wild wind's beauteous sport; her cheek, 

Blushing vermillion, speaks the healthy glow 

Of youth—her eye its genial fire ; 
In her, attemper'd with celestial grace, 
Shone more than mortal majesty : 
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THE VISION OF HYGEIA. 
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She speaks—and, oh, what soul- felt joy to hear 
The music of her speech divine 
Hist—nightingale in yon deep dale, for now 
| Mine ear woos heav'nly melody 
« Ingenuous votary of the sacred Muse, 
«© Whom oft this sweet approach of morn 
« Delights, and whom the purest pleasure finds 
| % An unambitious hermit here. 
For here to thee my frequent visit wafts 
« The spicy gales of roseate health, 
Nor seldom, though unseen, with thee I touch 
Thy lyre, and wake its sprightliest airs. 
* But whence thy alter'd looks, thy soul-felt sighs 
For thus my fav'rites seldom grieve.” 
True, thou art she, I critd, whom men adore, 
And whom (to Joy twin-sister) Heayen 
Still woos to tend its bow'rs, to temper still 
The nectar'd cups of endless life: 
Yet little should I prize the Muse's gift, 
Or this delight of sylvan scene, 
Did not the sacred soul of Poesy 
My breast inspire with social zeal — 
Did not these hills, and groves, and verdant fields, 
These streams that warble down the glens, 
These rocks, yon umbrage chequ'ring—did not these, 
Thy blessings, Heav'n, immediate raise 
My grateful spirit to their source sublime, 
The only good, the only fair. 
Go then, Hygeia, where the Dove arrays 
His fertile meads in green attire j 
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162 THE VISION OF HYGEIA. 
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There, Goddess, seek Urania's honour'd dome,“ 
And there thy choicest gifts bestow. 
Bid Pain and Languor far from Temperance flee, 
From Wisdom, and from Innocence ; 
Restore her equal flow of manner'd wit, 
And let her eye resume its fire, 
Potent to speak each varying grace of soul, 
And deal delight on polish'd life ; 
Let not this friend of Woe thy friendship want, 
Nor Charity herself thy alms — 
Not that I need implore thee to sustain 
Her never-falt'ring force of heart ; 
Deep-rooted there her matchless virtue blooms, 
Defying Death, and Time, and Thee. 
IF arewel, Hygeia—scek the meadowy grove, 
And there thy choicest gifts bestow, 
Then will I rear thee on this airy mount 
A $hrine of turf and fragrant thyme, 
Besprinkled thrice with waters from yon spring, 
Now glittering to the rising 8 sun. 


* Fauston Hall, the residence of Urania, the late Mrs. Hawkins Browns. 
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THE FEAR OF DEATH. 


| From J. J. RovssEgAU, 


— — 


— — 


Hy xx were it granted endless life to choose, 

Well might the wise the lengthen'd ill refuse, 
Rejoic'd to pass the port of Death, that leads 
Where happier Heav'n this stormy scene succeeds. 
Were Death no more our sure retreat design'd 
From cruel fortune and unjust mankind, 

These ills of life would sharpen all their stings, 
And Hope, kind soother, drop her heav'nward wings. 
How blest the honest poor, who, lab'ring, know 

Nought of those ever- flowing founts of woe, 
Which vice-taught Fancy and Ambition vain 
Call into life, and at their cost maintain 

Who turn the spindle, and the plough who guide, 
Pay no such tax for folly and for pride. 
No needless terrors haunt th' unletter'd poor, 
When Death presents him at the cottage door. 
Wou'd'st thou too meet him with a soul resign'd, 
Be, as these little ones, of lowly mind; 

Let Nature's humbler walks and views suffice, 
Unlearn'd in vice become, in virtue wise— 
Beyond this dream of life thy hopes extend, 

And Death shall meet the welcome of a friend. 
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SONNET 


MY INFANT SON. 


— —————————————— — 
Written in 1779. 


SwEET, rosy cherub, on thy wond'ring eyes 
Surrounding Nature scenes of new delight 
Profusely pouring, thro? the raptur'd siglit 
Matter for Wisdom's future toil supplies. 

Yet, oh! my son, tho' childhood is unwise, 

Thy breast, enrich'd with priceless innocence, 
Feels not in guilt the sting of elder sense, 
Nor heaves with Sorrow's still returning sighs : 

Thy father would aspire, my lovely child, | 
To make his life-worn heart as pure as thine ; 
For, oh! the man alone, who can refine 
His soul by copying childhood's nature mild, 

Becomes in Heav'n the heir of bliss divine— 

On earth of half its orrows is beguil'd. 
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Who had presented the author with some drawings of certain scenes, 
described by him in a fiditious narrative. 


n very extensive plan, for the execution of which I might at least have 


Ou! may these pencil'd tablets long remain 
Proofs of Agathion's taste, chastis'd, and true, 7 
Whom calm Aglaia, with her sisters two, 
| Best taught the mimic line and tuneful strain. 
Tho' gloomy Night, now dark'ning earth and main, 
All Nature's beauties banish from my view, 
My lamp shall here her choicer scenes“ renew 
Of shapely mount, dun grove, and sunny plain, 


9 Many years ago I wrote as much as two odtavo volumes, in part of 


noped for leisure, had I continued in that situation of retirement which 
had then reason to expect would be my situation for life, The main 
end of this work was to illustrate, by ſeigned example, the profit and 
beauty of Christianity. God willing, I may finish it, though .upen a2 
more contracted plan than originally was designed. But life is un- 
certsin; and if that were more certain, the inventive spirits of a man 
may be damped by age, sorrow, and diacouragementy ; and if his mind 
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Nor can I wonder that his tranquil mind | 
With fine observance waits on loveliest Arts, 
Ambitious of the meed the Graces give, 
For sure the heart with moral worth refin'd, 
Harmonious temper to the soul imparts, 
Whence the fair labours of the Muses thrive. 


r ———— ; | IN 


should be left at liberty in these respeRs, the state of the times (if he 
has any public spirit) must draw the current of his intelleQual activity 
into those diredions which are suggested by present occurrences, Such 
being the case, I have been tempted to extract from the abovementioned 
unfinished work, a few poetical interspersions, which are printed under 
the head of Inscriptions in the pleasure-grounds belonging to castle 


Valdesso, in the kingdom of Valencia, in Spain. 
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INSCRIPTIONS 
———_ —— —_—___—_—— 


IN THE PLEASURE GROUNDS OF CASTLE — 
IN SPAIN. 


INSCRIPTION TI. 


—————————_—__—— 


On the gate where the entrance is made into the pleasure grounds. 
— K— — 


Hexc E, begone*, tis holy ground, 
Comus, and thy brutal crew, 

Stern Censure most with Ignorance Wb 

And envious Spleen of pallid hue, 

Sneering Wit half fledg'd with sense 

And Pomp elate with less pretence, 

Down-delving Av'rice, Laughter vain, 

Fury Faction's yell insane, 

Bigot Zeal, with vulture force 

Bearing on thy bloody course; 

Wreathing here thy serpent way, 

Dare not, Doubt unholy, stray; 


* Vide Mt. Gray's Cambridge Ode, 
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168 INSCRIPTIONS. 
Hence, begone, tis holy ground, | 
Innocence shall rule this round, 

Inhale at ease this fragrant air, 
And o'er her brow serene the wreath of Pleasure wear. 


Come, ye blest ingenuous few, 
All my tolls overpaid, if you 

Here imbibe the balmy power, 
In Sorrow's still- returning hour, 
To sooth the certain wounds that wait 
Mortal man's precarious state. 
Ye simple, and ingenuous train, 
To yield you joy, nor light, nor vain, 
And win your calm award of praise, 
Up the mount of Toil would raise 
My vent'rous spirit higher far 
Than Earth's dim-sighted moles can go, 
Who, dark'ning in their cells below, 
Fly Virtue, rolling in mid air, 

Along the pure expanse, in Glory's radiant car. 


INSCRIPTION If. 


— — — — 


On a tablet suspended in a Tuscar\ temple. 
= — === 2 === 


Poxy'zinG thyself aright, and all thy works, 
With due humiliation mark, O man, | 
Yon mountain, God's great work, behold it soar 
August above the vaunted Pyramids, 
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More amply shadowing, higher far upborne 
Towards yon universal arch of Heaven. 
Though, comet-like, on that storm-beaten brow 
Rome's awful ensigns blaz'd,* and urg'd afar 
Dread o'er the nations, yet imperial Rome, 
That sounding syllable of human pride, 
Compar'd with these divine displays, proclaims 
How poor man's works, when God says, „let it be,” 
And speaks his own dread glories into birth. 

God into being spoke yon river's roar, 

Yon ample reign of wilds, yon mountain mass, 
Von flowing majesty of sylvan shade, 

Von pile of rock in rugged strength sublime, 
Fix'd on its base long ages ere the pomps 

Of vanish'd Babylon, and still shall stand 

Till all the bulk of Earth shall melt away 

At God's creating, uncreating word. 
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INSCRIPTION IL. 
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—————————— 
Upon the door of a Hermitage. 


— —— 
— 


Paus, and allay the dread extatic mood 

Yon dale has rais'd ! there thrilling Fancy views, 
High in his stormy hall, | 
Dun-visag'd Horror thron'd, 


An ancient Roman camp is supposed to have been there. 


2 


1 
11 
71 
et 
1 
4 1&5 
1 
i a 
* 3X 
5s | 14 
io 
tn 
3 Ti 
1 
1 
NI 
| . 
* ' $$ 
280485 
1+ 
i Mn 
1 
i bl 
+ 
1+ 
= 
1 
1 
2 JI 
l 
5 x 
"1+ 
* 2 
15 x 
at (I5$; 
N68 
a? n 
47 UM 
11% 
1 „ 
I 
1 
N 
Ty 2 
ed? 
3 
. } 
1 
. 
60 
ik 
vi -:76 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
13 
1 
1 1 
11 1 
741 
ty 
1 
ö 
& i 
$5 ? 
1:1 
11 
TH Ht 
F 
file 
1 
it 
16331 


: 
l 


. — — —— 
= — — 


— 
—— — ——— 
— . ne WET > 9 

— 
COL TEA itn ane rt = ES ont _——— mw 
4 '” — & Ae — — TD po < 7 
— — - - 
- 8 x 


= — 
— N 


— — SY 
— 8 
— <1 
> 35 
7 


— 


2 8 Nr 
r ee I SI 
— 
— 2 


170 INSCRIPTIONS. 
mm mmmomm———_ 
And there beholds him starting, all aghast, 
The crashing menace heard of some vast cliff 
With instant thunder fallen— 
| The caves all echoing round, 
The fresh foam boiling o'er the nether rocks, - 
And the rous'd river with redoubled roar 
Rolling tempestuous on, 
Till soon (how blest the change !) 
He wins an easier way, and decks his course 
With many a velvet bank broider'd with flow'rs, 
Flow'rs in his mirror pure, 
With milder hues restor'd. 
So let thy soul resettle calm to wind 
An easier way 'mid softer-featur'd scenes 
Pleas'd to behold how God, 
His works transcendent all, 
Here spreads out beauty, there the dread sublime, 
Temp'ring his wonders, prompting thee to train 
Thy k soul in all to joy, 
God-like. Admonish'd thus, 
Now enter, courteous stranger, sure to find 
Such welcome simple hermit can bestow, - 
And now in these lone cells, 
To holy thought devote, 
Determine ever to present thy mind 
To God's well-order'd works a mirror pure, 
Which oft reviewing, dwell 
In Pleasure's choicest bowers. 
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INSCRIPTION IV. 


On a seat in a small glade, distinguished by a purling stream. 
— — 


— 


Tay beauty, Goddess of this sylvan stream, 

Is own'd where Fancy lends her lynx's beam, 
And sees young Echo snatch her choicest shell, 
Thy song resounding with its warbling swell, 
Whilst in her view yon delvy bank beside, 

At times, the soft Euterpe seems to glide, 

Forth from their alleys trip the Dryad choir, 

And little Loves seem fluttering o'er her lyre, 

Or wreath from tree to tree the garland chains, 
Fresh in their fragrance from the Cyprian plains. 


INSCRIPTION V. 


EQ 


On a tablet hung on an oak, suppoted to be planted by the Cid Rodrigo. 


Learn, Spaniard, learn with rev'rence, that the Cid, 
The fam'd Rodrigo (heart of oak himself) | 
Deign'd here to plant me with those hands that rear'd 
Castillia's standard on Valencia's towers. 
Rodrigo dead Alphonso, to the lord 
Who rul'd these marshes, did my youth commend, 
| Reminding him, I was Rodrigo's tree. 
Nor me, Castillian proud, despise, since I, 
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—— — — 


Not many ages of my kind o'erpass'd, 

Sprang from the grove once central in the realm 
Of Albion, sacred to the Druids' choir, | 
Transplanted there, as ancient bards proclaim, 
In elder days, from fam'd Dodona's grove, : 
By Jove's own eagle, o'er the western wave— 
That thence the race of Brutus might in time, 
Their fame renewing, burden th' ocean stream 
With vessels nobler than assembled Greece 

Led o'er th' Ægean; me, thus father'd, me 
Not undegen'rate, British John of Gaunt 
Confess'd erewhile, yea Castile's conqu'ror own'd, 
When I was blooming with expansive youth, 
That Albion's forests could not boast my peer. 
Then spare my rev'rend age, nor let the tooth 
Of sheep or goat my shelt'ring moss molest, 
Or the rude hind, of fame regardless, rend 

My ling'ring branches for his Winter's fire; 
New ivy still supply, and robe at least | 

My limbs in artificial verdure—bid 

The gadding honey-suckle add its charms, 


Shedding sweet odours round my mould' ring trunk; 


Far from my circle clear the baleful weed, 
Nor let the toad unsightly, crawling snail, 
The hideous newt, or venom'd viper hide 
Their dreaded horrors in my spacious roots. 
Then here at moonlight shall the fairies glide 
In mystic dance, or gentle swain accost 
The Phillis of his heart with words that win 
Affiance in his truth, and love for love; 

Or here the musing sage, repos'd, shall glance 
On times renown'd his moralizing thought, 
And fashion living worth from ancient fame. 
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Then will he think how many a wintry storm, 
How many a burning summer-sun my brow 
Has still defied, and, pond'ring on my strength, 
Pity the phrensying dreams of short-liv'd man. 
Then nurse my age, and grant me still to stand 
Till Time shall gently blend me with the dust; 
Nor deem, kind lord of yon high-seated hall, 
That ought my brethren's hoary forms will mar 
Thy castle's grandeur ; nor to garish gauds 
Yield the recorders of its ancient state. 
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INSCRIPTION VL 


— * DSD Sy 
In the cloisters of the Cid Rodrigo's ruined castle. 
ä ———— 


| STRAY, ye sheep, devoid of fear, 
Where the warrior's beamy spear, 
Where the sword and where the shield 
Flash'd athwart the dusty field 
Here in fragrant verdure stray, 
Crop your thymy feast, and play 
Mid the tow'rs of War's fierce race, 
Chang'd to scenes of milder grace, | : 
Harb'ring there the tuneful bird, 
Where the battle's bray was heard. 


Mark the sweetly solemn sound 
Of the distant torrents 'round, 
Murm'ring now, whose thund'rous roar 


Dinn'd che trembling ear before, 
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Then reflect these sounds sublime, 

Thro' the reign of hoary Time, 

Season's change and empires flight, 

Thro' the day and tliro'ꝰ the night, 

(Blow the wind and beat the rain) 

Still their awful course maintain. 


When ye view these hoary towers, 
Prompting awe mid Pleasure's bowers, 

When ye muse how once of old 
Knights renown'd, and monarchs bold 

There on terrac'd walls display'd | 

Warlike Honour's proud parade— 

Sigh to think the splendid show 

Vanish'd like the wat'ry bow, 

Painted pageant, from the sight 

Sunk in drear Oblivion's night. 


Scorning Fancy's picture, made 
In Ambition's vap'ring head, 
Follow ('scap'd Vainglory's sway) 

_ Virtue's lowly-winding way, 

Still, alas! a lonely road 
To Contentment's blest abode ; 
Since the proud, on Glory's main . 
Toss'd and storm'd, can never gain 
Joy like their's who cheerly till 
Villamonte's peaceful hill. 
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SYLVIO AND MYRTILLA. 
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| MyRTILLA. 
Mops maidens time must ask 
Well to place their only love, 
Not to wear an artful mask, 
But the lover's worth to prove 
Pardon then, O pardon me, 
Should my fears have sorrow'd thee. 


Sylvio, if the charms of face, 
Or the sweet musician's part, 
Lively wit, and manly grace 
Claim'd alone a virgin's heart, 
Cause were none to pardon me, 
> Since I ne'er had sorrow'd thee, 


Charms that only please the sight, 
Silly maiden's love might win, 
Now I know thee richly dight 
With resembling werth within : 
Pardon gain'd I not from thee, 
Sorrow then would fall on me. 
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Here the shaded stream aside, 
VMid the lily-scented isle, 
Lapt in peace, my parents bide, 
And, I ween, with joy will smile 
When they, Sylvio, hear from thee, 
Thou hast deign'd to pardon me. 
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176 SVLVIO AND MYRTILLA. 


SYLV1o. 
If they do not hear from me 
How I love Myrtilla, thee, 
Perish then my fleecy train, 
Break, O Pan, my pipe in twain— 
Nor a nuptial wreath be mine, 
Wear I not with transport thine. 
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Sylvio, thy friend with sorrow worn and care, 
Is but a shatter'd bark by storms assail'd, 
Too long Affliction's tempest has prevail'd, 
And broke me to such weakness, that to bear 

Awhile with me till my recover'd strength 
Has brac'd anew my sorrow-stricken mind, 
Will speak thee to thy friend both just and kind. 
By soothing kindness I repair'd at length 

A temper tranquil as thy own may gain, 
Journeying for joy, as when, in forepast time, 

By Honour's star on Life's first opening main 

We plied the bold adventures of our prime, 

Strong-steering from the rocks of age-felt pain, 
Youth at the glittering helm, and Hope sublime. 


o 
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„Written many years ago, soon after the death of the best of fathers, 
and many accompanying afflicions too severe for a mind which was 
obliged, by uncontrollable circumstances, and the exaggerations of native 
fancy and sensibility, to learn, what little wisdom it has learned, very 


slowly. | 


AA 


— in—— Fe 


— ns Ed ned nt” | os — Sooner Fx api 
N — — — e — : 
ig EE IR i bs a 
J we VR ger) Baer” e 
OBA — be 
r 


— ng on 
5 — . . 
— — 4 a — — 
= OR En AG 
. Se i opormetgonts o2OnT 
* n * 4; 


— — — * . r — — 4 
« — — ——— — 
— 20 T en 
— — i — — 4 * 
wy n 2 F OY" 22 nn 2 you * 
FFT ͤ e Bn v0 ny wo ——_—_ + ho 2 by 
r 0 = . : . 2 7 
— n 3 ——— — —— 


— —— 


8 5 x ke” Y 
3 > * — r yy — * 5 — Kerr r 
r r >, nh ny x us — —— =p — 2 . — - 
OT IKE CUES bY PCS » C2 LEI x 2 rt = feats 4 — 
= vu 32 5 — — be Np — YA A — 
o PR. n * p 4 


— 


3 
Er nu nent eh 
PRE IE I. 0 


* 
— 
— 
6 £: 


= — 
104d hens 
AE 


— 


e K es of 2 
1 4 — r 


. 


— 


—— 


— 


n 
. 
7 
on 
1» 
2 
1 
f 
* 
= 
—_ 
_ 
9 
TL 
+ 3s 1 
090 
* 
1415 
+ 
vo _ 
4 3 
2 
[3 
= i 
7 : 
31 „ 
n 
q ns 
Y = 
I 1 
2 445 
5 
— 4 
= 
1 2 
b 1. 2 
; 
A Kh 
21 
* 15 
i 
$$ Bu 
$4. \ 
4 
1 2 
q +0 
21 
14 
11 
11 
I Z 
7 =o 
4 
: 
8 3 
Fx Os | 
: 
* 
b 1 
h : 
4 * 
1 . 
y y 1 —- 
1 
1 
10 
1488 
5 . 
38 I 
ge 47) 
l 
1. 
41 
4 : 
* 15 
11 
þ 
po, l 
4.6 
1 | 
EY 
Li 
222 * F 
3 
154. 
* LPs 
0 17 
4 
7498 
33 » 
SE 1 2 
© +4 , 
'T i 
1308 
+£5 I 
fo + 
$4 vs 
* K * = 
1 
1 
14 
18+ 43%: $8 
44 7 * 
12 
Pt. 
1 6x 
4 «65 U 
3087 ** 
E F 4 LY 
909-28 : 
IH BH 
y Ei 
. 3 
3- 7 ol 
5 
* 58 8 
$a 
* 4 
$1 7 
74 +5 
17 
2 
1 it 
Tr N 
7 
FY 4 
ET 4 
i 5 
. q 1 
MY - 
7 = 1 1 
> 4 
4. 2 
pay f-: 
2 
AA 
4 1 
11 
"= 
FF 
2 
ot 4 
3 15 
117 = 
8 
9 4 
2428 
[VERB 
FH \ 
l ig 
e KY 4 
FE T 
+085 EI 
R: 
FW 1 
- 903 12.52 
\ * £1 0 
„5 
e 
71553 1 
M 
k 14 1.9 
1 1727 TW 
e 
15 1 1 
11 . 18 
1 * 
7 3 20723) 
3.36 
4 
ii 
(29 | The 
{IRE : 
1 . 
724 
7 72 
1 
17 1 
I 
Ma 
þ © AN 
$4 ; mo 
6 124; £1 
39 1 
194! ; 
. 4 1:21 
11H dd 
+ 2.3 7 


2 
2 
n 


3 
< 2 
— = 
= Oe wi ——— RS ee Mehr tm 
CE —½4ũ— —— 
... nee EN on — 
= — —— — — — 


8 


— 
2 — — N 

2 wee red gb 
= SRI pas 


A 


SONNET 


10 


MITISSA. 


Hymen, Mitissa, in thy home may see 
His wreath unmingled with the thorns of life ; 
And would he boast an unexampled wife | 
For meek desert, I bid him boast of thee. 
Thy Christian spirit cordial goodness warms, 
A virgin sweetness radiates round thy soul; 
In that serenest climate never roll | 
Loud passions unprovok'd, and sudden storms. 
Ihine is the fairest form of female worth, 
The gentlest grace of virtue, which the mind 
Of moralizing poet ever drew 
Drew from his fancy, seldom found on earth, 
But now on earth he may the model find, 
Prepare his tints again, and paint from vou. 
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REFLECTION. 


* 


Occas ioned by the sight of Dr. Butt's monument in the Abbey-Church 
| of Bath, in 1779. 


War tho', dear brother, genius sent from Heaven, 
Thee at thy birth, an ample store, was given, 
Tho' by thy toil that store improv'd apace, 
And call'd on Fame to mark thy gen'rous race— 
Chief I remember still (still Iost to me) 
Thy sacred flame of friendly sympathy, 

| Whilst sad Experience bids me hope no more 

To see repair'd the loss which I deplore, Fe 

Which I—but let me claim the gen'ral tear, 
For all may weep a brother buried here. 
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TRANSLATED EPITAPH, 
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On the Grecian heroes slain in the straits of Thermopylz. 
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Teri Sparta, passenger, that here we lie, 
Who, at her bidding, dar'd obey, and die. 
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UPON BEING ASKED 


Hr ADDISON HAD NO MONUMENT IN 
WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 
— w-õk'—wnm•vs aye naneap ances mw [ 


IMPROMPTU. 


Insrzver me, Fame, why British Addison 

Lies here unnotic'd by sepulchral stone? 

Reflect, says Fame, and you the cause will find; 
I grave his praise in every Briton's mind, 

Nor needs the local stone that worth declare, 

Which every heart must honour every where. | 3 | 
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2 
PHILIP'S FALL. _ Es 2 1 
8 Translated from the Latin Epigram. 
When, wrestling at Olympus, Philip fell, daITH | 
Beholding in the sand his print, he said, | I'm ce 
Alive, to win the world, with pride I swell, What a 
But this, alas ! is all my land when dead, | Vet h 
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CELEBRATED ORATION, 


FOUNDED, Ir 18 $A1D, IN MISINFORMATION; 
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IMPROMPTU. 
Or v Danrisher hath oft averr'd 
The force divine of Eloquence, 
But none, I ween, believ'd his word, 
Till Slybrain prov'd it sterling sense: 


For sure his speech, in truth unfounded, 
His mere, mere eloquence was that, 

Which so the senate's self astounded, 
And made Pitt's heart go pit-a-pat. 
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SIMPLE SIMON. 


Sairn Simon the simple to Joseph the seer, 

I'm come some advice from your worship to gain; 
What a dolt art thou, Sim, quoth the sage, to come here, 
Let hast brought me no vessel the thing to contain. 
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INTELLIGENCE 
NECESSARY TO 


INTELLIGIBILITY. 


A — — 


—— 
ä | f Upon hear 
| . | | v 
T vunpERSTAND thee not, saith Tom to Ned: IIS 
How so? cries Ned; quoth Tom, I'll tell thee why 
Where no intelligence illumes the head, | 
Thick vapours, darkling, from that mixen fly, 1 
—— — 0 o. —— | The 
DEMOCRATIC DICK. 
* The 63 
: IupROM pT U sces the sta 
| | unfavourab 
= and noble n 
In the company of a prating Democrate. and true fri, 
— _— repository a 
the most p. 


hortation ag 
better than, 
his heart en 


J 60 to Heav'n ? says Democratic Dick y 

No, no, I'll chew you, sir, another trick— 

For often have I heard the parson swear 
The most monarchic potentate reigns there. 


— 
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&« Life is a jeit, and all things shew i.— 
" I thought 50 once, but now I know it.“ 


Upon hearing the above lines (on Gay's monument) pertly repeated, 
with notes of admiration, by a prig in a stage coach, | 


IMPROMPTU, N 


Tux knowing it, you're somewhere now, 
Vour life the path to Heav'n or Hell; 
Then how this life a jest, I trow, 
You cannot, idle jester, telllU“ . 


DDr BI 

* The sagacious foreigner, when he visits Westminster-Abbey, and 
ces the state of its monuments as to dust, kc, will draw an inference 
unfavourable to the living race; if he possesses a tender, ingenuous, 
and noble mind, he will be indignant at the spectacle: but the native 
and true friend of this renowned country, will zometimes wander in this 
repository and monumental registry of its illustrious dead, to gratify 
the most pleasing melancholy, and to receive the most affecting ex- 
hortation against the evil fashions of the day. He cannot, as man, do 
better than, even at the cost of every temporal consideration, preserve 
his heart entirely British, | 
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EPITAPH | 
mm 


ON 


JOHN SAUNDERS, 


PARISH CLERK OF ABBERLEY, IN WORCESTERSHIP:, 


Lear, Christian, that John Saunders, buried here, 

Could never hold from want his aid or tear ; 

Oh ! pass not then, regardless, this plain stone, 

But learn his worth, and make that worth thy own. | 
His heart a healing fountain never dry 5 

He cur'd distress, or sooth'd it with a sigh : 

From Sion's hill of Faith his virtue flow'd, 

And thence his mite (a mite his all) bestow'd. 


—ͤ—ü—ä— — — — 
ON 


| GENERAL WOLFE. 


Worre in his death approv'd his public worth — 

His private she declar d who gave him buth; — 
He's dead, she cry'd, the glory of his name | | 
Then dy'd herself with grief, and crown'd his fame. 
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Be felt a load that makes one grieve ? 
When crowning man with hoary hairs, 
Should bid them as the signs appear 


One vainly hopes in Life's last eve, 
Yet should the heavy hand of Time 
The shell which holds th' immortal mind, 


Just on the point its flight to take 
Are all your tempers heav'nly grown, 


« Ere I dissolve your cumb'ring clay, 
And joy to see my captives flown peu 


In Heav'n its proper home to find 


Cause there is none the scythed seer, 
Of growing gloom, and carking cares. 


Tno' the gay joys of vernal prime 
Time rather seems, methinks, to say, 


By grace d 
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GALLOSIMIUS. 


Against the affeAation of originality. 


—  _—— 
| —————_—— ern nor rear 


H LAPPING his sides, with crest and breast uprear d, 
The cock on dunghill, straining to be heard 
By Madge, and Hob, and all the homestead, crows, 
And on your cars a thwack of discord throws. 
Poor bird, 'tis harmless, and at dawn of day 
Is useful, with his roaring roundelay, 
To frighten Morpheus from the ploughman's eyes, 
And duly force the labour'd loon to rise. 
But Gallosimius, when from pride you strain 
To force some monstrous ditty from your brain, 
It makes one start, 'tis true, it makes one stare, 
Yet not because the pride-screw'd thing is fair. 
But he, who simply gives his genius way, 
Nor labours something never said to say, 
(The tortuous fountain of Vainglory's toil) 
If on his soul the Nine auspicious smile, 
And Virtue shape the movement of his mind, 
He pours a stream of song whose music mends mankind. 
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4 90 | 
A FRIEND. 


You complain, my dear friend, that my lord and my lady, 
With your feelings to sympathize, are never ready 

All the time that you know you would rather be dead, 
Than be like 'em in birth to be like 'em ill bred. 

Since it cannot be then that you feel as they feel, 

Let your elegant spirit philosophy steel | 

Gainst the common contempt levell'd always at worth 

By the wretch who has nothing to boast off but birth. 


ON THE REITERATED CHARGE OP 


PERSECUTION AGAINST THE CHRISTIANS. 


4 \ 


ST1LL from dark nook Shall bat-wing'd Scandal fly, 
Rise and renew, though oft smote down, her shriek, 
Harsh in our ears repeat her one shrill cry, 
Tho false, still urg'd, and mischievous, tho' weak ? 
Lou tell me only Christians persecute, 
But, taught in Candour's school, corrected say, 
The Christian never acts tlie murd'rous brute, 
Till from his shepherd's fold he runs astray ; 
Then grows he savage-fierce to rend and tear, 
But, spite of red-cross mark, no lamb of Christ is there. 
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To 
CHARLES. 
— 


_ AGAINST 


CAPRICIOUSNESS. 


A caxe half mouldy you may eat 
In part; but is that part a treat, 
When ev'ry moment you're afraid 
Th' unwholesome should the sound pervade ? 
So thou, poor Charles, art so unequal, 
Thou'rt all beginning without sequel; 
To- day all cheerfulness, to-morrow 
A moping prey to black-brow'd Sorrow; 
Now fancies whirl thy dancing sprite, 
And now thou sitt'st a Stagyrite ; 
Now bounties promis'd win my love, 
Which, unperform'd, resentment move. 
Tis strange how soon thy courteous lies, 
Ass rain turns hail, to satires rise. | 
I know thee now, poor Charles, tho? late, 
Nor either mind thy love or hate : 
Inconstant, thou to me art nought— 
Can friendship of such stuff be wrought ? 
Though in the medley much is good, 
Bo scorn to eat half-mouldy food; 
For who would live on cates like these, 
Whom purer fare, tho” plain, can please? 
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On a 81 


| 


AN 


INSCRIPTION 


on a standard of a rainbow and dove, carried before a friendly society 
| of different religious persuasions. 
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DV 1—k— 


— 


BE Hol p this emblematic dove, 

The type of innocence and love; 

Behold the rainbow, pleas'd to see 
Ho diff'rent colours can agree. 

So be the various hues of mind 

In one harmonious whole combin'd, 

Whilst dove-like innocence attends 

The band of brothers and of friends, 
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ON HIS 
EPITAPH ON KNELLER. 
You cheat my reason whilst you charm mine ear, 
For God is Nature, nor can die, or fear.“ 
In allus ion to the following two last lines of the epitaph : 


Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
% Hes works, and dying, fears herself may die.“ 
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ON | 
MR. CLAY'S PAPER-MANUFACTORY, 
= iN | 

| BIRMINGHAM. | 
IMPROMPTU. | 
From many a little thing 
The many great that spring, 

My wonder oft excite, 
Yet ne'er from such small roots 


Saw I such wond'rous shoots 
As now salute my sight. 


Rags, which the poor despise, 
The rich in wisdom prize; 
| And them (by Art's creation) 
Change to the splendid car, 
Fit e'en a King to bear | 

In pomp before his nation; 


Or, shining o'er his breast, 
They deck the regal vest, 
Spite of their lowly race: 
Hence own the pow'r of Art 
When Clay performs his-part, 
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To THE 
DEAN OF D Y. 


When by my muse I wish defin'd 
A nobly constant friend, and kind, 
Though I am blest with every aid 
Of friends experienced, still afraid 
The purpos'd task to undertake— 
I feel my resolution shake, 
Till D-—y's dean fond Mem'ry views, 
And cheerly prompts my trembling muse 
To reassume her arduous aim, 
And, shortly, him the friend to name, 
Who, spite of absence, spite of years, 
So firm the stock of friendship rears, 
That o'er you spreads its branchy shade 
When burning injuries invade, 
Or it a precious balm distils 
To soften or prevent your ills, 
Or makes, your joys by sympathy 
As ivy soaring up Jove's tree, 
Or lends your glory wreaths, whose bloom 
Sheds on your life the best perfume, 
Or, blent with tears of tenderest woes, 
Rich incense on your tomb bestows. 
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EPITAPH 
— ———2—x— 
| on 
MRS. REBECCA EDGE, 


BURIED IN THE CATHEDRAL OF LICHFIELD. 


Pavst here a moment, for this stone beneath 
Rests good Rebecca, who, defying Death, 
With smiling Patience his approach receiv'd, 
Died as she lived, nor ever idly griev'd. 
Averse ftom all the needless woe and strife 
That plant their brambles mid the walks of life, 
Firm in her faith, and innocently gay, 

As easy as she could she made her way, 
And gratefully enjoy'd whate'er God sent, 
Till heavenly bliss succeeded to content. 
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spoken extempore to the printer's devil, who required one to fill up 


this page. 


Tur printer's devil hath but one to fight, - 


Whilst all the world's at war with them who write. 


An 
EPISTLE 
— — 


5 =. 


MATH O. 


—= 2 — — —u—ę—⁊ĩ —ʒd• A'5mi—-— 
Written in 1778. 
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Fox ever, Matho, will you thus complain, 
That of my tiny parts I'm far too vain ? 
Come winter-fires anew, and 'tis four years 
Since my poor poems tingled in your ears. 
_ Unask'd, I read not, nor despair'd to please; 
My folly seen, I wound no more your ease, 
Yet, ere you blame my vanity, be sure 
Take pains, and great ones too, your own to cure. 
The world at large, the mass of human kind, 
To worth, possess'd I much, were surely blind. 
Fair Virtue's picture seldom shews aright, 
But when display'd in Fortune's golden light; 
Thus were I seen on Station's mount to rise, 
Far would my blaze extend in Flatt'ry's eyes; b 
My little rhet'ric would enchant each ear, 
The spleenful Fastuo would my sense revere, 
Misella blame no more my lib'ral air, 
Nor at my spirit high-born Curio stare, 
cc 
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„ AN EPISTLE TO MAT Ho. 


No more my weal Malignus undermine, 
(Too proud to urge an impotent design) 
My manners prim Minutus would admire, 
And thou, cold Matho, my poetic fire, 
Whilst I your folly should with scorn behold, 
Nor deem the picture better for the gold. 


Grant me, my God, from Wisdom's brow sublime 
To mark with awe the rolling flood of Time, 
To watch the sacred minutes as they rise, 

And freight the current which before me flies; 
Let me no more my forepast ills lament, . 
Forgetting thee, sole source of all content. 
Ah! what is Vice's scorn, what Folly's sneer, 
When I refle& how kind a judge 1s near, 
What all that man from man can e'er receive, 
When I consider what a God can give ? 
Let me then scorn these inauspicious days, 
Nor meanly beg the barren boon of praise, 
And whilst my pow'rs in thy dread cause appear, 
Nor envious man, nor adverse fortune fear ; 
With me let Matho's self thy mercy share, 
Blush for his faults, and tremble at my prayer. 
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GEORGE, 
— 


No more, dear George, of troubles past, 
For them should Fancy still hold fast, 

To paint 'em forth in all her hues, 

You cannot fly them when you choose. 
Oft *mid the present sunshine, they, 


O'erclouding, damp the brightest day, 


And sink your heart with woe for what 


| (Bur for the Fancy's freak) is not. 


Why from Imagination fetch 
Dread * hues to heighten Mem'ry's sketch, 
Which, if neglected, soon shall fall, 


A sketch of chalk, from Mem'ry's wall ? 


They really now are nought to you— 
Keep you the future well in view, 
And wisely store the present day 
With acts, whose image shall display 
On Mem'ry's tablet forms of grace 
Which heav'nly Hope forbids t' efface. 


* Voltaire says, with his charaQeristic gaiety, ** misfortnnes are good | 
„ for nothink. but to be forgotten :"* one may add, as soon as the re- 
collection of them has answered their end. 
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CLARISSA. 


An epistle descriptive of the good pater-familias, 


Srupious of simple truth, my muse would plan 
The noble portrait of the virtuous man, 

That man, Clarissa, whose well-natur'd mind 
Repays the merits of thy lovelier kind, 

Whose beauteous deed his fair conception proves, 
Is all that Heav'n directs, and woman loves. 


With patriarch prudence will the good man reign 
In household virtue o'er his small domain; 
The pleasing passion, which his gallant heart 
Would to thy sex (so Nature bids) impart, 
He will by Reason's gen'rous office tend, 
Oven in his better half the dearest friend, 
Scorn the rude hints of manly pow'r to give, 
Dread the soft subject of that pow'r to grieve, 


And make the lover's gloss by fresh*ning culture live. 


To keep that lustre fresh, one art will be 

Her faults he'll see not, or but smile to see, 
Assur'd they flow not from a poison'd source, 
But flect like vapours o'er the river's course. 
With cordial tenderness he sooths her woes, 
Rids all her weakness on his strength repose, 
Allures her love his sager sense to learn, 

And woos her listen'd lessons in return ; 
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For sweet instructions her sweet sex bestows, 

The graces teaching man but rudely knows. 

Nor yet in home-stead will he nieanly bind 

Th' excursive vigour of his noble mind, 

But wider spread his virtues, and extend 

A portion of his heart to many a friend, 

Bid his great heart with patriot ardours glow, 
Death-daring proofs of fortitude bestow, 

And all the family of human race | 

With one wide grasp of charity embrace: 

The crown of Honour round his brow shall 'twine, 
And God's true image in his actions shine; 

A candid pupil Truth shall find his soul, 

And Faith each erring impulse shall control, 

All her scorn'd influence, influence dear, impart, 
Teach, for she only can, the first desert, 

And own in impious times her best defence his heart. 


Should such a man exist, Clarissa, Fo 
Would'st thou not here the soul-felt rev'rence pay, 
His worth deep-grave in thy applausive breast, 

And deem him perfect by the purest test ? 

Say then, Clarissa—but thy blissful eye, 

Thy heaving breast, and Rapture's genuine sigh, 
Thy hands clasp'd ardent, and uprais'd to Heaven — 
Speak all this worth to thee in Sylvio given. 

Yes, by the fountain of that bounteous grace 
Which marks us fayour'd most of human race, 

By the dread searching eve of Truth divine, 

Such is thy Sylvio's worth, and I will call him mzxe : 
Mine J will call him, mine by Friendship's flame, 
By friendship, theme select of hoary fame, 
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Nurs'd by the Muses in immortal lays 

From Time's first dawn to these degen'rate days. 
Twelve years * of Heav'n fore-tasted have I known, 
Since first thy Sylvio deign'd my friendship own : 
White years of sacred joy, too swiftly past; 

Oh ! the blest time when such shall ever last, 

Death be no more, and Friendship bloom again, 
Where Love eternal holds his blissful reign ! 


— . —— 


This poem was written in 1779. 
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MR. WEST. 
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Written impromptu in a blank leaf of my Sermons, when I took the a 
liberty of presenting them to that gentleman. 


— — — 


Von works beheld, O West, the judging few 
Pay you the praise to rarest merit due, 

But this best shines where Genius and where Skill 
Best Art's consummate circle form, and fill. 

Tho' Nature strongly pointed you your aim, 
Bade you the pencil snatch, and fed the flame 
Whose light those images of Fancy shews, 
Which only Genius on a few bestows— 

The proud enthusiasm of your throbbing breast, 
So much the love of purest Fame compress'd, 
That when you started first for Glory's goal, 

| You check'd the madd'ning allies of the soul, 
And, the first meed presented to your eyes, 

Bade Judgment point the course, and won the prize. 


Hence are your works a legacy to Time, 
Correct by learning, and by thought sublime, 
Where, Taste arranging, all the graces shine 
That blossom forth from Nature's warmth divine. 
The grave Historian, and the moral Muse, 
Your pencil proudly for their comment choose, 
And, in your colours when their subjects glow, 
Bless the bright aid which Arts on Arts bestow, 
Whilst Time receives from Glory her command, 
To guard your pictur'd store with fost'ring hand. 
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AGAINST 


SCANDAL. 


Buss me, 'tis strange that Swift should say, 
Disporting in his casy way, | 
%% We shall not find our fortune dk, 
By what men speak, or what men think.“ 
Tush for their thoughts they may not hurt — 
But dirty words will dash some dirt. 
When Susan twirls her mop, I fear 
To pass the tuck'd-up hussy near. 
Sure, Swift, you must yourself have found 
That this opinion is not sound ; 
Or when you made the rash remark, 
Did you forget the bigot Sharpe,* 
Whose pious whisper to the Queen 
A little marr'd the rising dean? 
For when, from persons prone to prate, 
Soft steals the lie of envious hate — 
The tale flies far; from hand to hand 
'The ball is bounded o'er. the land, 
In town, in country special sport, 
And thence comes popping into court, 


* Swift's epithet ſor the good Archbishop. 
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As when old Sharpe, with sinewy fist, 

Smote it at Anna's ear, nor miss'd. 

Might I presume to speak my thought, 

Scandal's a spark which, somewhere caught, 

May blow up such a burst of woe 

As few would wish their bitterest foe. 

Nor let us lightly blame tlie deed, 

% Tho? thence the finger may not bleed,“ * 

Since friend from friend the lie may part, 

And give the blow that breaks the heart: 
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EPITAPH 


ON 


THE VISCOUNTESS VALENTIA. 


——— 


Ix her, whose relics rest beneath this stone, 
The blended virtues of her parents shone ; 
Her father's probity and piercing mind, 
The Truth at once to rev'rence and to find, 
And, for the benefit of times unborn, 

| Prove by his pen, and by his life adorn 
Whilst all her mother's* far-fam'd virtues dress d 
Her lowly spirit in an angel's vest. 
Kind was her heart, and Faith, a cincture bright, 
Around her soul diffus'd a heav'nly light, 
So that when Death slow-darken'd o'er her, she 
Caught brighter glympses of eternity, | 


* Lucy Lady Lyttelton, for the loss of whom, as Dr. Johnson expresses 
himself, her lord Solaced his grief by writing a long poem to her 
memory. It is a poem, in my opinion, never to be read by a good 
man and a Christian, without chose emotions and moral impressions 
v-hich this exquisite form of poetry, in its very best exhibition, is 

adapted to excite; it is a most delicate address to the imagination, and 
it is a most forcible one to the passions; it is replete with classical 
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And taught Life's vanity and varying woe, 
Rejoic'd to leave this darken'd scene below. 
Whilst her loy'd memory shall linger here, 
Ye poor, approach her tomb to shed the tear 
She living earn'd from you, and yield a praise 
Above the sculptor's art and poet's lays. 


imagery; it is simply chaste in its dition; it is easy, but not incorred ; 
it is charaQeristic of that sympathetic and benevolent mind which is 
essential to the true poet and the true critic, If it is a long poem, I 


am not disposed to shorten it. I can conceive the monody of Lord 


Lyttelton accompanied by the harp of an angel; but I cannot pay the 
same compliment to Dr, Johnson's hypercritical censure on it, which is 
as contemptuous as his censures of Milton's Lycidas, and Gray's Odes. 
This goddess-born Achilles in literature, with a predominant grace in 


his movements, could sometimes prove himself to be likewige the son 


of Peleus, 
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DREAM. 
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Written impromptu in company, in answer to a sceptic who asserted that 
Dr. Johnson, on account of his pride, was fit to be the Devil's secretary. 


„ 


— — 


— 


Wu only secretary to the devil, 

Would'st thou in honour name the Christian doctor? 
Methinks it were more equitably civil, 

At once to name him scribe, and pimp, and proctor. 


For really I, who love good Johnson's merit, 
Once on a time this very thing did dream 
So Fancy rules in sleep the human spirit, 

And whisks us to the worlds which only Seem. 


Twas in mid August, and at burning noon, 
Beneath the willows by my river laid, 

] dream'd, methought, that I was wafted soon 
On  wide-wing' d griffon to the en shade. 


There Lucifer with all his peers \ was sitting, 

(Their chapter -house was Gothic, grave, yet airy) 
Then Satan told the reason of this meeting, 

Which was to choose him a new secretary. 


He found, quoth he, his bus' ness thick'ning so, 
That, faith, he now must think of some assistance, 
And, if he could not find a clerk below, 
He must procure one from whatever distance. 
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Out flew two devils in a dev'lish hurry, 
To plan their scheme they did not take a minute — 
I wish I could as soon relate my storys; | 
But have some patience, I'm a good way in it. 


The courier imps had scarcely left the room, 


When to their king two famous wights they brought— 
Sam Johnson one, and t'other David Hume, 
Folks for the purpos'd office fittest thought. 


Lud! how the Doctor and the Scotchman blow'd, 
Whirl'd such a way so fast, and both so fat! 
The Doctor not a jot of terror shew'd, 
But scowl'd defiance, and unbidden sat. 


Not so the gentler sage of Scotia's land, 
He, Paris-bred, superior manners shewys: 
The Devil wards him stretch'd his ready hand, 
And with a jirk of kindness, bowing, rose. 


David's the man for me, his hellship cry'd, 


For can I doubt between em which to choose? 
That fogram, but to prove his Christian pride, 
Were it propos'd, this honour would refuse. 


He hold my pen—depart, thou wretch, depart. 
Then David be the man, reply'd the Doctor, 
The cold keen thing so fit by serpent-art, 
To be thy scribe, old snake, thy pimp, and proQtor. 
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MARS IN DISGUISE.* 
—ſ—— 


THz Gods were o'er a nectar'd bowl, 

When Plutus from his sullen soul 

(As they were peeping through a cloud 
At Albion's isle) exclaim'd aloud, 

Tue Britons are at madinen's tricks 

To war with Holland. No. by Styx, 

Quoth Mars, I cannot think 'em so, 

And trust they'll make your Vanders know 

That, ere the fox the lion dare, | 

Such vermin should his talons pare. 

Juno just then, with smacking lip, 

A bumper had began to sip, 

When instant down she threw the ON 

And call'd the god of war an ass. 

Minerva frown'd, and trod her toes ; 

Jove was asham'd, aud blew his nose; 

Love laugh'd, and gaily feign'd a fright, 

Whilst Venus smil'd on her true knight, 

And purs'd her purple lip, afraid 

The storm would burst upon her head. 


En 
* Admiral Rodney beholding a cock strutting about the deck with 
great courage, whilst his ship was engaged in fight, cried out, “see 


„that brave fellow, by Jove, he's an honour to his country.“ This 


poematulum, sent to a public print at that time, is founded upon the 
above anecdote, which merits a far better record, It was humbly at- 


tempted in the manner of Carne] I's lighter vein, 
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———— 
| Yes, blustering, thundering, blundering cur, 

That thou'rt an ass * I still aver 

(Proceeds the goddess) and I vow 

Thy vaunting Britain still shall know 

That I will trounce her for her airs : 

She rule the sea? not she—no, Mars, 

Flourish the fleur de lys, and gain 

The proudest honours of the main. 

Then Venus, daughter of the sea, 

Replies, whilst Britain worships me, 
In Britain whilst my pow'rs bestow 
The graces that from beauty flow, 

Her champions, whom my fair ones please, 

Shall guard her empire o'er the seas, 
And warlike Honour, fir'd by Love, 

Defy the potent wife of Jove. 

Jove's secret thoughts the goddess knew, 

And thence at ease revil'd his shrew : 

Then at her Mars she cast a look, 

Which was not lost, for thus he spoke: 

Again by Styx I swear, proud Juno, 

I'll shew you soon how little you know; 

The cock the symbol is of me, 

And speaks a sprightly deity, 

An active pow'r, no sluggard beast, 
And wiser than an ass at least. 

And so the fleur de lys must be 

The proudest pendant on the sea? 

But I defy your utmost power 

The redcross from its rank to lower. 


; 
— . . '' . ̃—— 4 


* People in wrath talk madly: how could Mars be both cur and ass? 
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See where iny valiant Rodney leads 
His daring tars to vent'rous deeds, 
There, from this empyreal height, 

- Will I this instant wing my flight, 
Assume my cock's auspicious form, 

And with its clarion wake a storm 

Of British fury, that the foe | 
Shall feel at last that I'm below. 
Rodney my martial port shall view, 
And mark me to his fiery crew ; 

Vet little shall the vet'ran know | 
How much to me their fire they owe : 
E'en when my pow'r divine shall dart 
Its noblest ardours through his heart, 
When Mars and Rodney are but one, 
He'll think my courage his alone. 
Nor heed I where the glory lies, 
Enough that Britain has the prize, 

The muck-worm state a vital hurt, 
The fleur de lys a pow'r of dirt, 
And Spain (ah ! pity she's my foe) 
The wit at length her weal to know. 


Thus the blunt god his purpose spoke 

(The gods still thinking him in joke), 
But he delay d not to assume 

The British game-cock's splendid plume: 
Pallas turn'd pale, and Juno red, 
Trembling with anger, at his head 

(And venting many a heav'nly curse) 
Stern Plutus whirl'd his pond'rous purse; 
On louidores the noble bird 

Trampled with scorn, the miser spurr'd, 
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And vow'd the Dutch should pay with plums 
Such insult :—picking then some crumbs 
Of choice ambrosia Cupid threw, 

He flapp'd his wings, and gaily crew; 
He crew aloud, and crew again— 

Then, darting to th' Atlantic main, 
Flew to the ship where Rodney's tar 
Counts for a cock the god of war, 
And quickly makes the Frenchman know 
Who with the Briton fights below. 
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MISS SEWARD. 


SUPERIOR poetess, I smile 

That you should portion me the toil, 

Which the first pow'rs of mind would bend, 
To paint, what you could paint, the friend. 
Who is the friend you bid me shew, 

And partial say, I surely know, 

And only need describe my heart 

The purpos'd picture to impart. 

But sure your Genius soon must see 

Tis not alone Love's energy 

Mere sentiment can friendship form 

Where Wisdom fails affections warm; 
Tho', where the latter are not found, 

The former's fabric wants its ground ; 

A mushroom's growth, it cannot last, 
Shook to the ground by Lucre's blast. 


But could I from internal light 
Bring Friendship's form to Rapture's sight ; 
Were this my pow'r, e'en then from home 
I for the glorious draught would roam. 
Rich in my friends both old and true, 
Thence would I bring the truth to view, 
Since for this aim were self survey'd, 
Methinks I should be much afraid, 
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Lest that the foreground's mass, too nigh, 
Should pen too close my mental eye, 
Nor at that distance keep my soul 
As to present the subject whole. 
Well then, escap'd from self-survey, 
Would I my pencil's pow'r display, 
At least attempt my work assign'd, 
A world of matter meets my mind. 
The things beheld which copying draws, 
Thank Heav'n, for fiction I've no cause, 
But may by sight and mem'ry trace 
All Friendship's lines of strength and grace, 
In all her for as her beauties view, 
And shew them, were my drawing true, 
For I could shew them all in you. | 
Still pow'rs like your's must ne'er demand 
This effort from my erring hand ; 
To me the subject known I grant, 
But, ah ! the painter's genius want, 
And though it were my zealous end 
To picture, at your call, the friend, 
Of friends I boast so rich a store, 
That when I would my wealth explore, 
All Friendship's beauty would portray 
In lines and tints which dare the day— 
With dark*ning tears of joy I gaze, 
Bless its kind warmth, but shrink beneath its blaze. 


CL) 


TO THE MEMORY OF 


ARCHDEACON VSE, 


BURIED IN THE CATHEDRAL OF LICHFIELD, 
— ——— ᷑ ̃ũũ—— Ct ens Id een 


Dez ax is the mem'ry, Vyse, of thy desert, 


In living lines engrav'd upon my heart, D¹ 
Nor will J leave that rare desert unknown, 
But fix a friend's memorial on the stone | 
Where thy cold relics lie in holy resðt - 0 
There will I bid the man, whose moral breast | 
Seeks a pure lesson from the silent dead, = mn 
With pausing footstep near this marble tread. Fai 
1f he can greatly feel for human woe, WI 
Wich all the seraph fire of Friendship glow, Vis 
With innocence unite convivial joy, WI 
Suffic'd with Virtue, scorn Ambition's toy, "Thi 
Blend useful Science with ingenuous Grace, S MS 
Set stern-brow'd Truth on Candour's modest base, "SM 
By Wit well-humaur'd stormy Strife appease, The 
And gild the clouds of Care with sportive Ease— BW Wh 
Too gentle for the proud man's pompous part, Wh 
1 Too firm for Vanity's debasing art, | — Kin 
1 Can serve his God with cheerful piety, . And 
| | Contented live, and as contented die— | Ere 
| | | If such a man, dear Vyse, survey this stone, gy 
| 1 He well may view thy virtues in his own, Pg 
| And say, when these I now ascribe to thee, 25 
&© May feeling Friendship so remember me.“ - 
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DR. HURD, LORD BISHOP OF IFORCESTER, 


ON HIS FIRST AERIVAL AT HARTLEBURY-CASTLE. 


How rare his lot, my lord, whose one blest aim 
Fair Genius gives to Virtue and to Fame, 
Who *scap'd the storms which evil times oppose, 
Victorious from a rival host of foes, 
Who past the cares that shatter manhood's force, 
The perils plac'd in youth's impetuous course, 
The serpents hid in flowery beds of ease, 
The keen assaults of sorrow and disease, 
The pain severe which Glory's children know, 
When hopeless prospects rouse the pungent woe, 
Who, *scap'd these ills, and, oh ! a thousand more, 
Kind Heav'n directing, finds at length his shore, 
And, cheer'd by Glory, gains the long-sought land, 
Ere Age has smote him with his heaviest hand: 
Then, then *tis his, with transport and amaze, 
To view the perils which augment his praise, 
And feel the sacred peace of Virtue's closing days. 
That peace is your's, whose eve of life is bright 
With fair reflections from your noon-day light; 
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Nor sweeter the sweet close of summer-day, 
When birds renew their intermitted lay, 

Than the true joy, that in your vale of years 

So rich a harvest glad Remembrance bears. 


O then, blest Prelate, pause, and backward trace 

The beautcous tenor of your laurell'd race ; 

Friend of the Muses, let your thoughts renew 

The scenes they once presented to your view, 

When calmer life your letter'd hours employ'd, 

Hours by the best improvement best enjoy'd ; 

For now, thank Heav'n, and 'tis your Virtue's due, 
Lou may, and may you long, the like renew 

Hours such as those which once allow'd your mind 

To plan, at ease, the welfare of mankind, | 

Yourself to learn, to polish all your powers, 

And frame the cqunsels fitting Attic hours, 

Whence Arts ingenuous shall new empires raise, 
And pay you tribute with ingenuous praise, 

Whilst holiest truths, by you protected, lend 

Us our best guide, and you lite's happiest end. 
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ON THE DEATH OFP 


THE HON. MISS ELIZABETH FOLEY. 


—— TEETER 
——— _—_— 


Written immediately after her death, in 1776. 


| Axp dids thou triumph, Death, when thy stern power 


Releases Virtue from this frail estate, 


Melt as the sun-chas'd vapour of the morn, 
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Compell'd Eliza's spirit meexk 
To leave her beauteous body? no, dread fiend, 
Thine is no triumph, when thy dart 


And sets the captive spirit free. 
Eliza has discharg'd her solemn debt 
All that of her could die is dead; 
And yet how little is that all? she dies, 
And only dust with dust unites. 
The proud dominion of the far-spread sea, 
Earth on whose solid surface tower 
Imperial cities, where the gorgeous grace 
Of forests spreads, and mountains rise, 
Horrent with bulging rocks, and shades sublime; . 
These in their hour shall all dissolve, 


Fleet as a dream. The virtuous soul 
Alone shall never dic. Yes, heav'nly maid, 
: Thou still shalt bloom, when hoary Time 
Himself has perish'd—when the monster Death 
| Himself has clos'd his dire career. 
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Vet still we grieve, and many a gift of woe 
Shall consecrate Eliza's name. 
Abruptly thus to break sweet Custom's chain, | 
Thus of Eliza to be spoil'd | | Bu 
Jars harsh in love's domestic harmony; 
And we must pause to reassume, 
O Death, the bliss which thy dire discord broke. 
N There is a tender sense in man 
Which swells a storming sea of woe, to think 
That some dear friends bide here no more 
Some dear companions of our happiest days 
Leave us to © mourn they are no more.” 
Yet Time is lenient, and with soft'ning hand 
Blends the harsh tints of new-born woe 
In that more delicate hue of gentlest grief, 
The luxury of ingenuous mind. 
Ye mourners o'er Eliza's early tomb, 
Alas ! too early—could I boast 
The soothing charms of such delicious verse 
As Milton warbled in his grief 
When the rude sea o'erwhelm'd his Lycidas, 
Ye should have comfort in my lays, 
To see her honour'd thus whose honour now 
Than your's is dearer; but I fee! 
The praised functions of the deathless Muse 
Await not on my pious will; 
Nor Grief with Genius now holds sweet accord. 
| Though her pure spirit has fled these wilds 
0 Of Pain, and Sin, and fleeting Vanity, 
And low in the dank tomb is laid 
What once was beauty, casket fit to hold 
That precious gem, her Spotiess SOUL | _ - | - 1 
Yet, yet I see her, yet, enraptur'd, hear FP” 
1 The sweet expressions of that soul. | LE 
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For barbarous is the mind, and rude the sense, 
| By charms like these not deep impress'd. 

But who shall speak th' impression, colours find 
To paint thee to the coming times 

Such as thou wert, Eliza, in thy noon 
Of health, and most attractive grace? 

The snowy-tinctur'd skin, the roseate bloom, 
The bright and yet benignant eye, 


The graceful form and air, unborrow'd dower, 


With tears Remembrance still records 
That these were once the lov' d Eliza's charms: 
But nobler beauty decks her now; 
That she was virtuous now imports her most 
: Hence flourish fair her heav'nly charms. 
Yes, angel pure, too selfish are our tears, 
And yet, I fear me, they will flow 
As oft as thy lov'd memory shall return 
In the soft hours of pensive life. 
Yet Mem'ry, soothing whilst she starts the tear, 
Shall cheer us with the blest review 
That God approv'd thee patient in thy woes, 
And all thy sufferiugs clos'd in death. 
O sister, daughter, friend - so well on earth 
These sacred charities fulfill'd, 
Gave hope, that had thy early virtues spread 
To Life's meridian, thou hadst shone 
As she, who grac'd the matron's honour'd name, 
The glory of thy noble race, 
Thy mother once, thy bless'd associate now 
For ever in the realms of bliss. 
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AN 


ELEGIAC EPISTLE 
— —— —— 


ON THE DEATH OF 


LADY MILLAR. 


TO 


MISS SEWARD. 


Tazn she is dead ye euvious hear, 


And triumph over Virtue's tear, 
Millar is now no more; 


And yet her death might melt your mind | 


To something gen'rous, something kind, 
Unfelt by you before. 


Oh ! when illustrious Virtue dies, 

What boots it then with tearful eyes 
Her honour'd urn to greet? 

Alive, she needs our utmost aid, 


But Friendship's self is oft afraid 


Her host of foes to meet. 


Heroes deserted fly the field ; 

Were Virtue aided, all must yield 
To her undaunted train ; 

But highest worth oft stands alone, 


Through Envy's shade obscurely shewn, 


And sent from Heav'n in vain. 


E 
„ 


= 


RY 


Wh, 


Se 


e 
SSC ³ A 
= 5 es 9 5 
3 r art SY 
5 3 5 SOS 


N 


2 8 . 
JJ 3 


n ES. e N 4 ” 
e at 2%; 1 + 5 88 > 
e N r D r r N $$) 2.55 4 : 

FLY . r d ß c . FI Oy "oy 
2 CRONIN IONS a PII a OT SPE EE . SES DEER” 2 


— 
— — — 

—* — a 
r — hr. 


„ AN ELEGIAC EPISTLE. 219 
The talents lent to bless mankind, | 
Ask for their aid a fearless mind— 

And such was Millar's praise: 

Her arduous aim she well pursu'd, 

Mid all the batt'ries unsubdu'd | 
Which Envy's strength could raise. 
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In vain could Malice aim her dart 
Where conscious worth assur'd the heart 
With adamantine force ; 
Nor Dulness with her sister Pride, 
Nor Envy sneaking at their side, 
Obstructed Glory's course. 
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The sons of Genius seen to bear 
In Millar's toils a splendid share 
Above despite she rose; 
The stars of Wit but thinly blaze, 
Vet circled by their brightest rays, 
She shin'd down all her foes. 


To renovate the poet's flame, 

To point him his illustrious aim, 
His holiest duty shew, 

To Virtue's cause his pow'rs to bend, 

And fix him for her fervent friend— 
(Too oft her fatal foe) 
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Was her one purpose—thence her pain 
When Folly tortur'd Fancy's strain 
From Virtue's sacred source, 
And Wit minute with Spite combin'd 
To bear the modish spleen of mind 
On Scandal's sordid course 


— 
— — — 


— 


—— — 


— — 
ACTS 


We os WO nes noe — 
———äñä — — 


" — — — 
— — „2 — 


— 
— 


I 


— 
— 
rere 


_ 
— — 


— 
— TY 
— 


r — 
— —— 
NP 


220 


: AN ELEGIAC EPISTLE. 
When Fancy wasted Wisdom's theme 
On Folly's flimsy-featur'd dream, 

By Dissipation bred, 


And Lavghter, foe to decent Truth, 


Dropping her stum in giddy youth, 
Foam'd from the vacant head. 


Lamented Millar, we that knew 
The scene bright-opening to your view, 
Rever'd the soul sublime, 
Which aim'd in these unmanly days 
The Bard's heroic pow'rs to raise, 
And energize the time— 


Conscious, when Lux'ry's pois'nous charm 


Deals on the world its subtlest harm, 
| And breaks the strength of mind 
It asks the Muse's fiery force 
To check her pestilential course, 
And purify mankind. 


For this alone from Heav'n is brought 
The poet's ample reach of thought, 
And thence deriv'd the fire 
Which, Virtue guiding, can impart 
Her ardours to the coldest heart, 
Aud a new life inspire. 


What tho! this theme might well dispose 
My heart to pour its genuine woes 
In elegiac strains 
I now desert the sweeter aim, 
Nor thus presume to guard the fame 
Which Seward's verse sustains. 
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| Say, sister muse, ingenuous mind, 
To Fancy's fairest toils assign'd, 
 Skild in the pensive lay, 
Wou'd'st thou for wealth or pomp foregq 
The sacred bliss we poets know, 
Whatever tax we pay. 


Whene'er the troublers of our age, 
Their pride, their meanness, envy, rage, 
Are like a vision fled — 
Still in their works true poets live, 
Time's sweetest teachers, and survive 
Till Time himself is dead. 


What tho” thy graceful nature scorns 
The rough-wrought wreath of Satire's thorns, 
Befitting man's stern brow— 
Yet can thy Muse sublimely rise 
To pay Desert the costliest prize 
Which Genius can bestow. 


Hence shall thy Laura, dear to Fame, 
Receive from thee a deathless name 
That future times may see 
The female worth that form'd a plan, 
Too gen'rous for the spleen of man, 
And worthy fame from THEE, 
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'PARISIA TO BRITANNICUS. 


An! mon ami, from Paris am I come, 

And but for you with pain re-visit home. 

Mon dieu, mon cher, how could you bear me once ? 
To me pert Chloris is become a dunce, 

The creature knows not half that now I know, 
Dubois le maitre, and Dubois le beau, 

The very thing at Paris all acknowledge, 

And yet le cher Dubois* was ne'er at College. 

And if the charming soul, with such desert, 
Divides a portion of Parisia's heart, 

I grant with ease the better half your right, 

Which to refuse is vulgar, English quite. 

Ay, there's the diff rence, you'll have all or none— 
Allons sans badiner, *tis all your own. 

Papa consents, but now I heard him swear, 

To see me married was his only care, 

And is in 5c} a haste—you know his way 

He vows (dear me !) a week he will not stay, 

And swears (Lord bless him !) ere his scheme miscarry, 
He'd let the Devil himself his daughter marry. 
Well, he's so good, I think I must obey, 

So gen'rous too and fearful of delay — 


P̃ bb'T ——  _ 
A small mistake in the lady, for the gentleman leaving the south of 
France, for certain prudential reasons, had been a hair-dresser at one 


of our Universities for three years, 
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The only fortune which he asks is you, 


But doubles mine, and tis enough for two. 


Allons, mon cher amant, nor fear that I 

Shall smile, or frown to hear your soul-felt sigh. 
Time was I'd flutter, and I'd look away— 

And, when you press'd too closely, whisper, nay: 
Then the quick blush would damask all my cheek, 
To hear you on the fluttering subject speak; 

I was a simple girl, and knew not then 

What love imported, and the vows of men. 

Paris, sweet Paris has enlarg'd my mind ;* 

In Paris only, Love is never blind: 

Your sighs shall now be music in my ears, 

And my soft lips shall drink up all your tears; 
Your former sufferings claim a kind return — 
Then reap the harvest you have toil'd to earn. 
Now la douce tendresse of the feeling heart 

Et toute la gaietè de cœur's my part. 

Old halls I now detest, and maiden aunts, 

Nor tremble, chicken-like, at gay gallants. 

Well then, that odious Oxford leave for me, 


For I'll your tutor and your bursar be. 


With musty fellows can sweet Love abide, 
Their wit a pun at most, their learning pride, 


. Treason their politics, their Christian zeal 


To break a sceptic on the bigot's wheel, 


* With the auxiliary instruQions of English novels and Caledonian 


essays. My hand, too heavy for portraying this debonair miss, would 
have been much heavier, had I not previously glanced my eyes over 
the poems of Lady M. W. M. 
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324 PARISIA TO BRITANNICUS. 
Their sense but quibbling, and their high-day sport 
A raw-bon'd hack, and opiate floods of port? 

Chain'd as their books, their minds but gather dust, 
And genius there lies cank'ring into rust. 

Their alma mater, in her antique vest, 

Is a stiff dame, une vulgaire je proteste. 

Down with those old academies and new 


The seers of Greece had but a vapour'd view, ; T 
And Christian sages, till this noon of light, : T 
But slowly grop'd beneath the lag of night. N N. 
From Tweed and Seine what bright discoveries flow, : ”T 
That wisely teach us we can nothing know ; | : As 
Of false and true combine one misty mass, N Ir 
Prove Reason vain, and Newton's self an ass. 7 Po: 
No modish fashions Oxford boasts her own, : To 
London's the university alone ; - W. 
There life runs easy, there the scholar knows, E W. 
Not how the old world, but the new one goes; 5 Th: 
There pliant maxims give us pow'r to move, Z The 
And tcach the only science, that of love — 1 We 
Love, at whose beck the varying Fashions wait, # Wh 
And Wisdom lackeys at his chair of state, 8 And 
Her tribute brings of wit and soft addresses, 2 Wo 
Whilst Lux'ry laps him in her wafm caresses. 4 Sine 
Here true professors charm ennui away, | z Tis 
Hume the serene, and Gibbon toujours gaie. 5 Thie 
Leave then your logic, puns, and muddy port, £ 
Not ill exchang'd for London's piquant sport— ” 
One evening spent with Bels esprits and beaux, 
Will teach you more than Lowth or Markham knows. ® Barb; 
| | rowed, it 
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An! how delicious, as one sips the tea, 
To hear your witlings urge the devil's plea, 
Turn wrong to right, then mix em both together, 
Now teach adult'ry, now adjust your feather |! 
*Tis true our Oxford boasts of no such fellows 
As these fine bels esprits of which you tell us: 
If one pert puppy should be so polite, 
Post-haste we pack him such our prudish fright z 
Too unrefin'd his modish wit to brook, 
We dash him instant from the buttery book. - 
We teach old maxims, neither less or more, 
Than Locke, or humble Hooker taught before. 
Those fograms, quizzes, treats, and bores, and gigs, 
Were held in some account with ancient prigs, 
When starch'd- out Virtue moy'd with modest pace, 
And really thought in Atheism some disgrace. 
Your new love- lectures here are very kind, 
Since Love in academic shade walks blind ; 
*Tis a black grove, where nought but yew-trees grow, 
Thick-branch'd above, and in a formal row. 
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® Barbarous terms of the day, adopted by the great vulgar, and bor- 
rowed, it seems, most spitefully by Britannicus, out of Mademoiselle's 
vocabulary. 
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Here, as I saunter'd in this month of May, 
I met him rambling in his wonted way : 
Prithee, dear Love, I said, be not so shy, 
I'm not too old t bear you company, 
Virgil and Ovid I have read in part, 
But all Tibullus I can say by heart. 
Your bus'ness, sir, with me, replied the child— 
Quick was his speech, but yet I saw he smil'd: 
Encourag'd by his smile, I *gan impart | 
The tender movements of my love-sick heart, 
Parisia painted with a partial zeal, 
Wish'd a resembling passion she might feel, 
And crav'd the god to give my sorrows ease, 
Or teach me more successful arts to please. 
Soon, Cupid cry'd, I'll give thy breast repose, 
For now Parisia claims no more thy woes: 
She, tender maid, that blush'd to know thy flame, 
Yet inly conscious that she felt the same, 
Now trips, all artful, on the banks of Seine, 
A British maid no more in heart and mien; ; 
A vain coquette, she plies her dang'rous part, 
And a gay. beau possesses all her heart : 
And something more, he said, that shall be guess d— 
Suffice, the god departed, and my breast 
Is now, c/haste Par'sy, perfectly at rest. 


Well, all-accomplish'd nymph, and grown so wise, 
So very knowing, might a friend advise, 
I'd lose no time the marriage-knot to tie— 
But where's the man? — myself, or dear Dubois? 
Once, once, Parisia - but my soul disdains 
To think how fondly once she hugg'd your cha ins; 
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BRITANNICUS TO PARISIA, 2 nay 
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Sweet groves 6f Academe, I woo your shade, 

Court ease and freedom, where no modish maid 

Shall dupe me with the specious name of wife, 

To blast me with deceit and home-bred strife ; 

No dubious offspring shall my peace molest, 

And strike Dishonour's dagger in my breast. 

Come walks of Health, come meals of Temp'rance bland, 

Come all the scenes of Learning's classic land, 

The calm reflection of the moral soul, 

The social converse, and the nectar'd bowl, 

When harmless Laughter bids the evening smile, 

And Friendship crowns the day's illustrious toil. 


The parson's ready, man, papa's in haste— 
You know his way—yes, Ma'am, and know your taste, 
And something else besides—thence here I tarry, 
So that for me the devil you may marry— 

No, pen soft letters to the gay Dubois, 
Quick o'er the channel bid the charmer fly— 


Love lends him wings, he's in a trice at Dover 
I'm a dull thing, and hate a rival lover.“ 


Miss followed this advice, and Miss married the barber, and Miss 
was soon shaved by him of all her fortune— and Miss broke her father's 
heart—and Miss was willingly sold by the shaver to her first keeper — 
and Miss is now a violent Democrate at Paris, and very probably has 
had the honour of a sitting in the Convention—and has reaped the 
fruits of her French education in a thorough sympathy with, and par- 
ticipation of, Parisian horrors. Britannicus has been many years 280 
married to a right worthy English wife, is blessed with promising 
children, educated in the goad old style, and is an Kn old- 
fashioned English clergyman. 


THE 


VAIN POET. 


ny 


T carr'D on Cotta for an evening's chat, 
Cotta the rhapsodist, who pensive sat, 

With languid air, beside his winter fire; 

J miss'd his spirit, and the cause admire. 

Far off lay clos'd the volume of his muse, 
A batter'd Dryden, and the last Reviews; 
Beside him open lay the Rambler's page, 
Where Vanity provokes the censor's rage. 
The meeken'd poet with a gracious air 
Receiv'd my visit, not so sunk in care 

But that his frank heart into converse flow'd, 
And all the softer joys of speech bestow'd. 
His kind discourse, far sweeter than his song, 
Was moral music from Affection's tongue. 
How was I blest—for still the varying stream 
Of converse warbled o'er some touching theme, 
The joys of private life, the blessings sent, 


Within our reach, by Heav'n, and sweet content. 


How vain the turbulence of man's desire, 
His fruitless labour, and ambition's fire— 
That tis but needless state, superfluous gold 


Which man can give us, or which man withhold— | 


That truest taste and nature, soon supplied, 
Relinquish endless wants to endless pride. 

So pass'd our evening, and I still had stay'd 
Had not dear Cotta touch'd his aching head ; 


THE VAIN POET. 

A second visit promis'd, ere I went, 
Home to my cot I stole, and Slept content. 
Ah ! changeful man, more changeful than the wind, 
What art can fix the mercury of thy mind ? 
Gay rose the sun, and I too rose as gay, 
For not a cloud upon my spirits lay. 
To Cotta, now so dear, my way I sped, 

Who, giant-like, had leapt, refresh'd, from bed, 
With aching brow was languishing no more, 
And seem'd too much what he was oft before. 
I mark'd a poem, brandish'd in his hand, 

And, shuddering at the spectre, made a stand; 
But ere I blunder'd out some cause to go, 
He swore by Pindus he'd his poem shew. 
What could I do ?—half-feyer'd, down I sat, 
I who by taste and judgment verses ha 
A mere mechanic genius, fond of truth, 
And drench'd in mathematics from my youth— 
Matter of fact my point, with no pretence 
To flights of fools out-sallying common sense. 
The bard by pride ta madness half sublim'd, 
His eye all fire, his nose with snuff begrim'd— 
His fist strong clench'd, as though he'd knock me down, 
And meant to box me for the laurel crown— 
His face he twisted to ten thousand forms, 

Grew white, grew red, grew black, and pour'd amain 
The raging cataracts, the thunder storms, | 
And the thick fires that she the lofty, lyric strain. 

Such hurly-burly bursts had never scar'd | 
The seamstress stitching near the Grub-street bard, 
Who tiptoe pens his sonorific page, 
And hopes to hide his dulness in his rage, 
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Discordant were my looks to Cotta's wish, | 

And much he madden'd at my frequent pish. 

Down then he threw his dithyrambic ode, 

And o'er the cracking floor, infuriate, strode. 

Can beauty, cried the bard, attract the blind? 

Hop'd I this ode would touch your dull-dead mind? 

Lord Taste has stamp'd it, Bishop Classic swore 

By Jove, that I had rifled Pindar's store, 

That Pindar, could he speak in English verse, 

And living now—would—oh ! how great a curse 

Is hapless Genius fall'n on these dark days, 

When Envy will not, Dulness cannot praise 

Farewel, said I, nor shall I come again | 

Till pain, fool's physic, cleanse anew your brain, 

For deadly dull am I when you are madly vain. 


— — = ——- 
END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
ä—ä— — 


II By 


2 RY 
_ 
—_— 
"7 EY : 
* ; 5 
= 
r 
A . 1 
1 
$344 
IEEE 
= 
We 
44S 
123868 
Ns 72 
I 
8 
3 
8 
IP 
4, 8 25 
{4 — 
RF. 
7 fs 
Wo” 
. s 
2208 
> LA > 
<4 * 
. 
1 * 
ras 
{68x 
2 
+ 
I * 
2 
if 
= 
3 3 85 
CI 
Sh > 
x 
+ O88 
£3 
Be. 
8 
8 
3 
. 
Ver 
16 
3 
if a 
v F = 
©" Hh 
IS 
Ke 
LIES 
PR” 
"4 


wy 


IHE 
REI 


R 
8 EE Ro RES BERLIN 
F 


> fo Fee — n * 
= : 1 — — - — —— ů 3A how 


